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AUTHOR’S NOTE 
. 


More than once in the log of Racundra’s little voyage I 
have mentioned that i found changes made by the war 
unrecorded in the obtainable charts. I have just re- 
ceived from the, Esthonian Admiralty, through Mr. 
Edward Wirgo, a set of charts they have recently 
issued which cover the whole of the delightful cruising- 
ground among the islands, and should certainly be 
obtained by the skippers of any other little ships who 
think of visiting these waters. 
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Housts are but badly built boats so firmly aground that 
you cannot think of moving them. They are definitely 
inferior things, belonging to the vegetable not the 
anima! world, rooted and stationary, incapable of gay 
transition. I cara doubtfully, as exceptions, snail- 
shells and caravans. The desire to build a house is the 
tired wish of a man content thenceforward with a single 
anchorage. The desite to build a boat is the desire of 
youth, unwilling yet to accept the idea of a final resting- 
place. 

It is for that reason, perhaps, that, when it comes, the 
desire to build a boat is one of those that cannot be 
resisted. It begins as a little cloud on a serene horizon. 
It ends by covering the whole sky, so that you can think 
of nothing else. You must build to regain your free- 
dom. And always you comfort yourself with the 
thought that yours will be the perfect boat, the boat that 
you may search the harbours of the world for and not 
find. 

That is the story of Racundra. Years of planning 
went into her before ever a line was drawn on paper. 
She was to be a cruising boat that one man could man- 
age if need be, but on which three could live comfort- 
ably. She was to have writing-table and bookcase, a 
place for a typewriter, broad bunks where a man might 
lay him down and rest without bruising knee and elbow 
with each unconsidered movement. She was to carry 
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her dinghy on deck to avoid that troublesome business 
of towing, which has brought so many good dinghies to 
their latter end. She should not be fast, but she should 
be fit to keep the sea when other little boats were 
scuttling for shelter. In fact, she was to be the boat that 
every man would wish who likes to move from port to 
port —a little ship in which, in temperate climates, a 
man might live from year’s end to year’s end. 

Then came friendship with a designer, the best 
designer in the Baltic, whose racing boats carried away 
prize after prize in the old days before the war, whose 
little cruisers put to sea when steamers stayed in port. 
And after that Racundra began to exist on paper. There 
were the lines of that stout nose of hers, of that stern, 
like the sterns of the Norwegian pilot cutters. On 
paper, I could sit at the writing-table a full yard square, 
in the cabin where (the measurements proved it) I 
could stand up and walk about with unbruised head. 
On paper was that little cockpit where one man, sitting 
alone, could control the little ship as she made her 
steady way over the waters. Then came the sail-plan, 
after how many alterations; a snug rig; you could reach 
the end of the mizen boom from the deck and there was 
no bowsprit. The size of the mizen was such that you 
could keep the sea and keep up to the wind with mizen 
and foresail alone. The balance of the sails was such 
(again on paper) that if you wished you could sail under 
mainsail only, or under main and mizen, so that you 
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could take down your staysail before coming into port 
and so have a clear deck for playing with warps and 
anchor chain.- Racundra, on paper, grew in virtue daily. 

It had come to such a pass that I woke from dreams 
at night sitting in that paper cockpit, with a paper tiller 
under my arm, steering a paper ship across uncharted 
seas. Racundra had to be built. There was no escape. 
But my friend the designer, Otto Eggers, lived in Reval, 
and since the war has had no yard, or he would have 
built her himself, since the two years of paper boat- 
building had made him share my madness. But there 
was no help for it. He could not build. I had to build 
somewhere else, and, since I was to be in Riga, came to 
terms with a Riga builder. 

I pass over as briefly as I may the wretched story of 
the building and the hundred journeys over the ice to 
the little shed in which Racundra slowly turned from 
dream into reality. She was to have been finished in 
April. She was promised to me on May ist, May 15th, 
May zoth and at short intervals thenceforward. She 
was launched, a mere hull, on July 28th. I went for the 
hundred and first time to the yard and found Racundra 
in the water. The Lettish workmen by trickery got the 
builder and me close together, planted us suddenly on 
a wooden bench which they had decked with bean- 
flowers stolen from a neighbouring garden and lifted us, 
full of mutual hatred, shoulder high. The ship was 
launched. Yes, but the summer was over, and there 
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had been whole weeks when Racundra had not pro- 
gressed at all while the builder and his men did other 
work. He promised then that she should be ready to 
put to sea on August 3rd. She was not. On August 
sth I went to the yard and took away the boat un- 
finished. Not a sail was setting properly. There were 
no cleats fixed. The centreboard was half up, half 
down and firmly stuck. But, under power and sails, 
somehow or other, I got the ship away and took her 
round to the lake, had her out on the Yacht Club slip, 
removed the centreboard, had a new one built, re- 
launched her, and just over a fortnight later turned the 
carpenters out of her and put to sea. 

But there is no use in reminding myself now of those 
miserable angry months of waiting, in remembering the 
lacquer that was not put on, the ungalvanized nails that 
I had laboriously to remove from the cabin work and 
replace with brass screws. The hull of Racundra was 
right enough, and, by the time we had finished with 
her, we had put right the lesser matters that were 
wrong. Fools build and wise men buy. Well, I shall 
never build again, and in all probability shall never have 
money enough to buy. Nor shall I have need. For 
Racundra turned out to be all that I had hoped. We 
took her to sea in the Baltic autumn; we had her at sea 
when big steamers reported damage from the heavy 
weather, and never for a minute did she show the 
smallest sign of disquiet. Weather that was good 
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enough for us was good enough for her, and, when the 
Equinox flung her home with a last flick of his mighty 
tail, she sailed through the rollers on the bar and up the 
troubled Dvina, demure, serene, neat, as if she were 
returning from a day’s trip in June. 


For those who are interested in such things, there is 
a detailed description of Racundra at the end of this 
book. Here it is enough to say that she is a centreboard 
ketch just under thirty feet long with a small auxiliary 
motor. It is a five-horsepower motor, but, possibly on 
account of my inexperience, it seemed to need forty 
horsepower to start it, for which reason I did not use it 
at all during the voyage. 
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AND now for the crew. There were three of us. There 
was the Cook, to whom, I think, is due most of the 
credit for the ease and pleasantness of our voyage. She 
can take her trick at the tiller if need be, but that, for 
her, is holiday. All the hard work was hers. She 
cooked a meal. It was eaten. She washed up and, just 
as the dry dishes reached the rack, one or other of that 
hungry company would inquire whether or no the time 
for the next meal was drawing near. She cooked 
another meal. As its last remains were cleared away, as 
sure as fate she would catch the eye of one or other 
of us looking hungrily at the clock. We, of course, 
navigating, sailing, had our strenuous moments, after 
which would follow long hours of plain and easy steer- 
ing. She, on the other hand, thanks to our appetites, 
became a sort of juggler, keeping plates, cups, sauce- 
pans, kettles, teapot, coffee-pot, thermos flasks and 
Primuses in a whirl of perpetual motion. We, in 
harbour, idled, fished, and watched the barometer and 
the weather, sustaining our self-respect by oracular 
utterance. She, in harbour as at sea, never for a 
moment was able to give those pots and pans a rest. 
She might have been dancing on swords and juggling 
with knives where an instant’s pause meant death. 
We saw her throughout the day in a cloud of cooking, 
and the steersman at night, looking down the com- 
panion, saw always busy hands cleaning obstinate 
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aluminium, and he who rested on his bunk heard, as 
he turned in comfortable sleep, the chink of crockery 
and the splash of washing up. The Primuses roared 
continually, like the blast furnaces in Northern Eng- 
land. And we, relentless and without shame, called 
continually for food. Of the three of us, the Cook, 
without a doubt, was the one who worked her passage. 

The second of us was the Ancient Mariner. On the 
Stint See at Riga was a tiny harbour for smail boats, 
where during the long months of waiting for Racundra 
I had kept my dinghy. There, in a little wooden hut on 
a raft, lived an old seaman, the harbourmaster of this 
Lilliput port. On my first coming he had spoken a few 
words of English. Gradually, day by day, the language 
came back to him, and with the language memories of a 
life he had almost forgotten. Many, many years ago he 
had sailed from Southampton on the famous Sunbeam 
of Lord Brassey. He had spent fifteen years of his 
youth in Australia. He had shared in the glorious runs 
of the old tea clippers. He had been a seaman in the 
Thermopyle, which he called the Demooply, and had 
raced in her against the Kutuzak,in which odd Russian- 
ized name I recognized the Cutty Sark. And now he 
was taking care of ten-foot dinghies, and every morning 
made a voyage across the lake in a rowing-boat with a 
leg-of-mutton sail to bring the milk from a farm on the 
other side. He took care of my sailing dinghy as if she 
had been an ocean liner, made her a padded wharf to 
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preserve her varnish, and spoke of her quick passages 
across the little lake as if she were a clipper returning 
round the Horn. He and I became friends, and long 
before Racundra was finished, knowing that I had 
planned a voyage to England, he went to see her in her 
shed and, returning, begged me to take him with me. 
‘I am an old man,’ he said, ‘and I should like once more 
to go to sea before it is too late.’ And I, of course, 
agreed with joy, for there is no such rigger in the Baltic 
as the Ancient Mariner who has known what it was to 
sail on the Thermopyle in the days of her pride. 
Then, as the months passed, and we knew that the 
builder had made the English voyage impossible this 
year, it was decided that he should come with Racundra 
on her first cruise. He spoke of Racundra always as 
‘our ship,’ and, as we sailed, his ambitions for her grew 
with every day. ‘When we are in the Mediterranean,’ 
he would say, ‘we must make a canvas double roof for 
the cabin or it will be too hot in there.’ And then, 
“She'll find the long waves of the Atlantic child’s play 
after this. It won’t be till she is near the American coast 
that she'll have anything as bad.’ He, that Ancient 
Mariner, was on this miniature cruise as happy as a 
boy. Nothing would make him leave the ship. He 
never went ashore, except in Helsingfors to look for a 
particular size of sailmaker’s needles, unobtainable in 
Riga, and in smaller ports to bring water to refill our 
casks. ‘Shore,’ he would say, ‘I have enough of shore at 
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home.’ He was a very little man, with a white beard 
and a head as bald as my own. Sometimes on board he 
wore a crimson stocking-cap with a tassel, when he 
looked like a gnome, a pixy or a fairy cobbler. If 
Queen Mab went to sea she could not find a fitter 
mariner. ’ 

The third of us was Racundra’s ‘master and owner,’ 
who writes these words even now with the swelling 
pride that he felt when he first saw them on the ship’s 
papers handed to him on departure by the Lettish 
Customs Office. ‘Master and Owner of the Racundra.’ 
Does any man need a prouder title or description? In 
moments of humiliation, those are the words that I 
shall whisper to myself for comfort. I ask no others on 


my grave. 
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On August 19th I got rid of the carpenters, near ten 
o’clock in the evening, and spent the better part of the 
night in clearing overboard the mess they had left 
behind them. A good deal of the mess they had, after 
the manner of carpenters, built into the boat, and I 
shall not be able to get rid of it until during the winter I 
undo much of the work they did. Much of the work 
they were supposed to do they had not done, but I had 
suffered enough from them, and learnt that they were 
prepared to work for another two years on the boat if I 
should allow them. If only to save her from them I had 
to put to sea. The inside of the boat was unpainted, 
except that I had slapped a single coat over the cabin 
walls and cupboards, doing one side first and, when that 
was dry, shifting all the litter across the cabin and 
painting the other side. An incredible amount re- 
mained to be done. But it was already very late for 
cruising in these parts, and the last of the yachts that 
had left Riga for summer voyages had returned for the 
winter before ever we left that little harbour in the lake. 
So, though locks did not work, though there were no 
fastenings to the forehatch and none to the companion 
way, though forecastle and kitchen were still raw un- 
painted wood, though cleats were lying about not yet 
fastened into the decks, though we had only half a 
dozen blocks worthy of the name, the rest being the 
clumsiest makeshifts, we knew that if we did not start 
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at once we should not start till next year. We three 
looked her all over and decided to get away anyhow 
and finish things up on the voyage. 

I slept on Racundra that night, as I had done for the 
last two weeks, but for the first time slept in a cabin not 
half full of shavings and carpenters’ tools. At 5.30 in 
the morning of August 2oth I jumped overboard for the 
last time in the Stint See and swam round Racundra 
as usual while porridge was cooking on the Primus. An 
hour later the Ancient Mariner came on board, followed 
presently by the Cook. The wind was N.W., and we 
were able to slip with it out of the little harbour and 
reach the whole way down the lake to the entrance to 
the Mihlgraben, which connects the lake with the 
Dvina River. There was not much wind, and we had 
time to screw in the cleats for the staysail sheets before 
we had any tacking to do. All three sails were setting 
abominably, as we had no battens for them, the builder 
having failed us. I had decided to make the trip to 
Reval without them, knowing that I could there get 
them properly made. 

The entrance to the Miihlgraben is narrow, and in 
tacking through it, Racundra refused to stay and ran her 
centreboard into the mud. We got off, however, by 
pulling the board up a few inches, after which there 
were no more shallows, and we crawled very slowly 
from side to side between the canal wharfs and the 
balks on the other side which cage a sea of floating 
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timbers. A British steamship, the Baltabor, was load- 
ing in the Miihlgraben, and Captain Whalley, who has 
known Racundra from her birth, since he visited her in 
the builder’s shed, was on the bridge as we struggled 
by. The Ancient and J had agreed that two leads were 
unnecessary, and had therefore each left his own lead 
at home, so I hailed Whalley as we passed and begged 
the loan of a five-pounder. Racundra went on, zig- 
zagging obstinately through the narrow canal, while I 
tumbled into the dinghy and dropped back and hung 
on to Baltabor’s ladder while the lead was found and 
lowered away to me. We should often have been in a 
sore pickle without it. 

I thought we should probably be all day getting 
through the Customs at the far end of Mihlgraben, 
and therefore asked Captain Whalley to luncheon on the 
Racundra; and he, who accepted, must afterwards have 
had the blackest thoughts of me, for, as it turned out, 
we were held up for only half an hour, and decided to 
work on to the Winter Harbour at the mouth of the 
Dvina, hoping to make our peace with Whalley when 
we should meet him in Reval, where the Baliabor was 
to call. 

The Customs House at Miihlgraben is a little yellow 
wooden building, with flowers in the window and a 
wicket-gate in a wooden paling on the quay. It stands 
at the corner where the Red Dvina joins the Miihlgra- 
ben, and we let go anchor off it, on the windward side of 
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the channel. I hurriedly discarded my disreputables 
and put on creased trousers and newly pipe-clayed 
shoes, in order to make up as far as I could for the 
‘un-yachty’ appearance of Racundra, a trait of hers 
which is normally our joy, but is likely to increase the 
difficulty of dealing with officials. Racundra lay there, 
a regular little ship, ‘a proper contrabandist,’ as she has 
been described, locking, with her ochre topsides and 
sharp stern, exactly like any one of a hundred Baltic 
smugglers, while her ‘owner and master’ paddled him- 
self ashore in the very neatest of new varnished din- 
ghies, looking as idly rich as he was in reality busy and 
poor. It was ten o’clock precisely, and as I had given 
this time in arranging yesterday with the Chief Customs 
Office in Riga, I felt our punctuality as a sort of moral 
pipe-clay and, papers in hand, tapped at the door of the 
little yellow house with a most satisfactory confidence. 
I found there a charming young man who talked 
English and gave me a certificate of clearance without 
any fuss. He rang up the dock police on the telephone. 
A harbour policeman, together with a Customs officer 
from the town, had arrived as the clock was striking, 
and, everybody being delighted by his own and every- 
body else’s punctuality (the rarest of all things in 
Eastern Europe), and this being the first occasion on 
which a foreign-going yacht had been cleared here, 
passports were stamped in two minutes, another 
certificate added to the first, after which all three 
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officials left the little wooden house with me, to visit 
Racundra and, by drinking vodka on board, to fulfil the 
last formalities. 

When they saw my dinghy swinging like a nutshell 
below the lofty wooden landing-stage, they refused 
emphatically to travel in her, wrongly thinking that 
she could carry only one. They took a boat of their 
own, and I rowed off as hard as I could and got a bottle 
of vodka open and mugs on the cabin table before they 
arrived. We gave them bread and butter, ham and 
vodka, and they gave us good wishes and the completest 
freedom from the red tape in which, had they chosen, 
they could have tangled us as spiders tangle flies. 
Twenty minutes after our first arrival, they were push- 
ing off again and we were free, our papers stamped, 
Racundra cleared for foreign parts and already, as it 
were, abroad. 

Elated by this, we gave only half a thought to 
Whalley. There was still so much to do on board. 
More cleats to be fixed, backstays rigged, brass bollards 
substituted for the sharp-edged rubbish with which she 
had been disfigured, and we were all for pressing on 
down to the river mouth, to the Winter Harbour, where 
we could lie in peace, finish our work and be ready to 
slip out into the Gulf the moment the wind should 
favour us. 

We beat out into the broad Dvina River. There was 
very little current to help us, though I remember early 
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in the spring the current was so strong that sailing 
upstream in the Frida, a little trading cutter, against a 
local smack, the race was decided by the fact that the 
other boat passed us stern first, going backwards, while 
we were just able to hold our ground, and thatin a good 
wind with the water foaming under the bows of both 
boats. On this occasion we were not so fortunate, and 
while we were wearily beating down the river we were 
passed with the utmost ease by a little racing sloop from 
Riga, sailed by a friend of ours, ‘the cavalry sailor,’ a 
young man who had often amused us during the 
summer by his habit of coming aboard straight from his 
barracks and wearing high boots and spurs when on his 
boat. He went by at what seemed to be a great speed, 
and turned into the Bolderaa, a tributary of the Dvina, 
after hailing us and wishing us good luck. ‘He wouldn’t 
pass us like that if we were at sea in anything of a 
wind,’ said the Ancient, and we were glad to be com- 
forted, for it is not pleasant to be passed even by a 
racing boat. 

There was plenty of shipping in the Dvina and 
several coasters were lying at anchor near the mouth of 
the river, evidently thinking that the northerly wind 
was not done with us yet. The sight of them confirmed 
us in our intention of stopping in the Winter Harbour 
for long enough to get things shipshape, and at ten 
minutes to two Racundra, after raising our spirits by 
showing what she could do with the wind behind her, 
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when we put the helm up to run back into the harbour, 
was swinging to her anchor in a good berth near the 
red railway bridge. 

There were clouds in the N.W. after luncheon, but 
we had a few hours of warm sunshine, and, while we 
worked on the boat, the Cook went ashore. She said 
that after seeing what we could do with in the way of 
luncheon she was afraid she had not enough provisions. 
We told her that there was a time-honoured rule of the 
sea: ‘If grub runs out, eat the Cook.’ She went ashore 
in the dinghy, with little hope, as it was Sunday, but 
came back with eggs, black currants, radishes, an extra 
hunk of cheese and some more potatoes to find Racun- 
dra really looking more like herself, with backstays 
rigged, boards for the sidelights fixed to the shrouds, 
the compass screwed in its place, gimbals set for the 
Primus stove, and the cabin-lamp re-screwed on the 
case of the centreboard chain (which runs up through 
the cabin roof) in a position where it could no longer 
split the ceiling by excessive fervour. 

But while she had been away the weather had grown 
worse. Dark enamel clouds in long banks were drifting 
up; the wind, still against us, was increasing, and rain 
was visibly on its way towards us. A Dane and a 
German had joined the anchored coasters in the river, 
and we were ready to accept their judgment and spend 
one more night before putting to sea. The Cook started 
the Primus. The Ancient and I went on with our work 
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on deck, but, nervous for my new sails, I broke off to 
put the covers on the main and mizen, unshackled the 
staysail sheets, and stuffed the rolled-up staysail into a 
canvas kit-bag. I had just finished as the first drops fell. 
The wind suddenly grew really strong. Racundra 
snubbed at her*chain once: only once, for we were 
letting out more chain before she could do it again. 
And then came rain, rainbows, lightning, thunder and 
squalis all together, and we were glad to close the 
companion hatch behind us and settle down to a meal 
in the cabin, and then to smoke and look at charts and 
be glad we had not started. It grew dark, and through 
the cabin windows we could see the lights of the 
coasters and the foreigners heaving violently in the 
swell that came in from the river mouth. 

The dinghy lay astern, fast by her painter to one of 
the newly fixed cleats. ‘Would she be stolen?’ I asked, 
remembering the loss of a mainsail in Lahepe Bay and 
the many tales the Ancient had told me of such lament- 
able happenings. ‘It is better here than in the Mihlgra- 
ben,’ said he. ‘Now, if we had stayed there we should ’a 
had to put a watch on her all night.’ He went on to tell 
a story of a German captain who put his head out of the 
deck-house in answer to a call out of the dark, and 
found a man in a boat alongside, holding up the end of 
a rope. ‘ ‘Good rope, sir,’? says the man, “and going 
cheap. I don’t rightly know myself how much there is 
of it, but for so much, I'll sell you the coil.” The cap- 
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tain looks at the rope and sees that it was right enough. 
He takes that rope on board, the man in the boat passing 
it in to him hand-over-hand. There was a big coil, and 
he paid for it and turned in. In the morning he calls 
the mate and tells him what a bargain he had made in 
the night. “As good rope,” says he, “‘as ever I brought 
with me from Hamburg. Why,” says he, with one foot 
on the cabin floor and the sleep dropping from his 
eyes, “‘it might be the same rope and for a quarter the 
price.” And indeed it was the same rope, for them 
thieves in the Miihlgraben, they had just taken the end 
of the rope off the foredeck and brought it along aft 
outside and sold it in on board again, and everybody 
in the Mihlgraben was telling that story afterwards, 
everybody but one man, and that was the Dutchy 
captain who had made such a wonderful bargain.’ 
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By nine in the morning of the 21st, the wind had shifted 
to the west. There was sunshine and, in the river, the 
coasting schooners were getting under way. So we 
hoisted sails, learnt that our windlass was useless, got 
our anchor by hand, and made off out of the harbour 
for the mouth of the river. A heavy swell was coming 
in; there was still plenty of wind, and we were much 
annoyed to be held up by a hail from a man on the 
Customs House Quay at Diinamiinde. We had 
thought that yesterday’s ceremony at Miihlgraben had 
left us definitely cleared, but it seemed that we had to 
hand over here the certificate I had got from the Riga 
Customs. The swell was so big that I was more than 
half afraid of smashing Racundra against the pier. The 
man explained by shouts what he wanted, and we 
sailed as near as I thought we safely could, wrapped the 
certificate in a rag, with a bit of chain as a makeweight, 
and threw it on the pier as we cavorted past. The man 
grabbed it, opened it, and waved his hand down the 
river. We were free. 

Racundra switchbacked over the swell, taking only a 
drop or two of water over her nose as she dipped and 
then lifting easily enough, but taking fountains of 
water through her centreboard case, the top of which 
had been left uncaulked. That, however, we put right 
in a minute or two. And then, just as we cleared the 
moles, the wind suddenly fell away almost to nothing, 
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while the swell remained and we rolled about so un- 
comfortably that only iron-fastened wills prevented the 
seasickness of the entire ship’s company. It was half- 
past eleven before we passed the first bell-buoy. Half 
an hour later the wind died altogether, and we waliowed 
in a dead calm, while the booms banged impatiently 
from side to side, and the two mechanical logs (a 
German and an American, both second-hand and quite 
useless) which we were testing one against the other, 
hung perpendicularly like plummets in the sea. We 
had a rather hesitating luncheon, and then, at 2 p.m., 
the wind, which had taken no notice of my efforts on 
the accordion, gave us another little puff, in response, 
I believe, to my rendering of ‘Spanish Ladies’ on the 
whistle. For two hours Racundra pointed north, and 
when we threw matches overboard she left them un- 
deniably astern. At four we were in another desperate 
calm. At 5.30 I bathed and swam about the ship, with 
Riga lighthouse still in sight bearing south, and the 
second buoy, the “howling buoy,’ ten miles out bearing 
a little west of north. We had a few more slight puffs 
and then calm, then a few more puffs, and then, as the 
sun went down, a little land wind came out of the S.E. 
and carried us at 8.40 past the second buoy. We were 
now fairly at sea, and the wind holding, at 9.20 we 
boomed out a spare staysail as a spinnaker. 

At ten o’clock the others turned in. For the first time 
not on paper and in dreams, I had the little ship alone 


32 


RIGA TO RUNO 


in my hands in a night of velvet dark below and stars 
above, pushing steadily along into unknown waters. I 
was extremely happy. At midnight the wind swung 
round to the N.W., and for a moment I thought of 
calling up the Ancient to take the tiller while I shifted 
sails. Then .I thought I might as well have a try by 
myself and call the others only if I could not help it. 
I lashed the tiller and handed the boomed staysail. 
Then with ail the sheets in we were back again on our 
course, close-hauled now, and I was at the tiller listen- 
ing anxiously to know if the others had heard my 
hurried running to and fro on deck. But if Racundra 
had been a sentient thing doing her best to help me, 
she could not have done more than she did. The whole 
operation had gone like clockwork, and the others had 
heard nothing, and did not know of the change in the 
wind or even of the wind’s increase, until 4.30 a.m., 
when the Ancient came on deck and wondered what I 
had dene with Riga light, which had seemed close 
aboard when he had gone down to his bunk. 
During the night the binnacle light blew out again 
and again and finally refused to be relit. I steered by 
the North star, which I kept bobbing about between the 
main-top and the peak. Our compass had not been 
adjusted, and a number of bearings I had taken on our 
way out had made it pretty clear that we had a lot of 
easterly deviation. Theoretically our course should 
have carried us eight or ten miles east of Run6. Practic- 
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ally I was sure that we should pass it much nearer, but, 
as the Ancient had small belief in deviation and said the 
compass was ‘right enough,’ I was prepared to try it 
out. After the Ancient came up and took the tiller I 
hung about the deck to see the dawn, which came up 
with fiery red splashes over a nickel sea. With the 
dawn the wind backed to the S.W., when we eased off 
the sheets, after which I went below and was instantly 
asleep. 

At 7.30 I was waked by a feeling of excitement on 
board, and was told that Run6 Island was in sight. I 
ran up on deck to see a low line of trees with a pale red 
lighthouse above them exactly over our bows. The 
easterliness of our compass was proved beyond a doubt, 
for even the Ancient could not suggest that we had been 
making leeway against the wind. But interest in this 
technical point was sunk in our delight at seeing this, 
the most romantic island in Northern Europe, at which 
we had so often looked on the chart that all summer had 
hung on the wall of my room. The spot on the chart, 
which long ago, sailing farther north in Slug and in 
Kittiwake, we had so often promised ourselves to visit 
as soon as we should have a seaworthy ship, was 
becoming a reality before our eyes. I suppose most 
readers of this book have already lost the ecstatic joy of 
sighting land at sea. Yet, no. I do not believe that even 
for the oldest mariner that joy can ever fade. It is 
always new, always a miracle, never in the common ruck 
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of absolutely predicable events. Islands especially stir 
the blood, and Runé, that lonely place, over fifty miles 
out from Riga and nearly as far from the Esthonian 
coast, with its Swedish seal-hunters using words that in 
Sweden have become archaic, living in the twentieth 
century a life of medizeval communism, a place at which 
a steamer calls but once a year, coming up out of the 
sea before me, sought and found (however incorrectly) 
by my own little ship, gave me moments of unforget- 
able delight. The sunlight strengthened. The dark 
line seen through the binoculars became visible forest. 
The pale red tower began faintly to resemble the very 
inaccurate drawing of it which, as a guide to mariners, is 
tucked away into the drab mainland of the English 
charts of the Baltic. Under the forest appeared white 
lines and splashes which the Ancient said were breakers 
but the glass showed to be sand. Then, as we came 
nearer, we could see the deserted beach and the broken- 
down wooden pier not to be visited by any steamer until 
July next year. There is anchorage off that pier in 
westerly winds, but it is unsafe if the wind blows on 
shore. Just now the anchorage was protected by the 
southern end of the island, and we steered directly for 
the pierhead. I took the tiller while the Ancient worked 
the lead, and we sent silent thanks to the Baltabor for 
lending it. ‘Three fathom,’ called the Ancient. “Two. 
eeewoand a half...:- Two. .*') Two: ...*Two 
and a half. ... One anda half... .’ Then down with 
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the staysail, in with the sheets, round into the wind, 
and, as she began to go astern, ‘Let go.’ The chain 
rattled slowly out and Racundra, pulling up to it, had 
found her first anchorage in foreign waters. 

The wooden pier, which was in two pieces, the 
middle part of it having been washed away, was fifty 
or sixty yards from us. On the pierhead was a huge 
rusty anchor, a trophy from a wreck, or a keepsake from 
some vessel that had had to slip her cable because of 
some sudden change of wind and had not seen able to 
come back and claim it before the islanders had fished 
it from the sea. Behind the pier lay sand dunes, behind 
them enormous pines bigger than any I have seen even 
in the forests of Russia, and behind the trees the upper 
works of the lighthouse, an ugly structure of red iron 
tubes. The anchor and the lighthouse and the wrecked 
pier were the only things that spoke of man. The 
shore was deserted. There was not a human being to 
be seen. We sounded our fog-horn, thinking that may- 
be they would send out a boat. Nothing happened, 
and, half doubting if after all we had found the proper 
anchorage, we unlashed the dinghy, turned it over, and 
with the spare staysail halyards lowered it into the sea. 
The Cook and I tumbled in and pulled ashore. The 
wind showed signs of changing, and we knew that if it 
veered farther to the south we should have to be off 
again without delay. 

Our landing on Runé was like a page from Robinson 
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Crusoe or a child’s dream of desert islands. We rowed 
in past the broken end of pier and, in shallow water, 
tied up to the rotting timbers of the part of it that ran 
out from the land. We climbed up and, stepping care- 
fully over the crazy planking, came to the sandy shore. 
Hummocks of sand rose before us, but north and south 
of the strip of sand we could see rocks out in the water. 
And there, almost on the edge of this tideless sea, were 
those gigantic pine-trees, growing out of a thick mossy 
carpet rich with brown and scarlet mushrooms. On a 
pair of rough wheels made of solid wood without spokes 
rested one end of a felled tree roughly trimmed. But 
as we went in under those tremendous arches of the 
forest there was an uncanny absence of any human 
sound. The sand dunes hid the pier. The towering 
trees hid the iron lighthouse. There was nothing but 
the green-carpeted forest, cloisters for giants, and that 
great truak on wheels exactly like those that must have 
been made by the first wheelwright in the history of our 
race. Man, shouid he appear, might be of any kind. 
Almost, we looked up in the tree-tops for pigmies with 
their poisoned arrows, and watched the trunks of the 
trees for the feathers of one of Fenimore Cooper’s 
Indian braves. 

And then, slowly wandering towards us, knocking off 
the heads of the mushrooms with his stick, came man 
indeed, the Governor-General of the Island, a short, 
lame, elderly man in blue canvas clothes and a seaman’s 
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cap, the keeper of the lighthouse, to whom the men of 
Runé come for a casting vote in all debates. He has no 
official authority; no laws confer power on him or limit 
it; but . . . he is the Keeper of the Light, the guardian 
of the one piece of civilization imposed on Runé by 
the mainland, the representative of those who do not 
live on islands, and, I suppose, tradition invests him 
with a sort of dignity. In old days he was sent by a Tsar 
of Russia to keep the light on this little island in a sea 
surrounded on all sides by Russian territory. The men 
of Runé are Swedes, and a Tsar of Russia had driven 
their race from the mainland. But nowadays the sea of 
which Runé is as it were the central pole is no longer 
Russian. Its coasts are Latvian and Esthonian. The 
Tsar is no more, and the Swedes of Runé can hardly 
think with any great humility of the two little nations 
which argue, fairly bitterly, as to which of them should 
really own the island on which, indifferent to such 
politics, the Swedes live on, preserving their own life 
and their own customs in an odd kind of private Middle 
Ages, centuries removed from the modern competitive 
struggle of the continent. 

The lighthouse-keeper greeted us. He had heard our 
fog-horn, and since the people were busy with their 
harvesting on the other side of the island had himself 
come down to meet us, and to warn us that the wind 
was changing and that we must soon look to our ship. 
He knew a few words of English, but more willingly 
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spoke Russian, which he knew well, besides, of course, 
Esthonian and Swedish. He was surprised to see us so 
late in the year, and, on learning my nationality, asked 
with the embarrassing curiosity of foreigners, to whom 
this bit of our mingled foreign and domestic affairs is 
always hard to-explain, ‘Well, Mister, and how is it 
with Ireland?’ This was the first of several such dis- 
appointments, for I had hoped in voyaging among these 
remote islands to be quit of politics for once. But I hid 
my feelings and told him that the Irish were settling 
their affairs in the Irish way, and then got him to talk 
of his own country. 

I knew already that on Runé competition is almost 
unknown. Instead there is a sort of ancient commun- 
ism. The men of Run are seal-hunters, and at a later 
stage of our cruise we met some of them actually at their 
work. Each seal killed belongs not to the lucky hunter 
but to the community as a whole. The land has been 
divided into workable farms, and if a family increases it 
cannot acquire fresh land. It merely adds the necessary 
room space to the farm-house, and often does not even 
do that. If ason marries, he builds himself a bed, which 
is set up in the room of his parents, and twenty years 
later, if his son marries and the grandparents are still 
alive, another bed is built. You can number the 
families in a Runéd house by counting the double beds 
in the main room. There are two hundred and seventy 
persons on the island. The women wear on holidays 
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the national costume of old Sweden. Coming out of 
church on Sundays (they are devout Lutherans) they 
are as uniform asa procession of nuns. The men wear 
homespun clothes and sealskin shoes. Their morals are 
said to be strict. I have heard that some years ago a 
woman offended against their code, whereupon they 
tried her by general assembly and condemned her to 
death. It was found, however, that not one of them was 
willing to kill her. So they fastened her in the bottom 
of a little old boat and set her adrift in a storm. The 
boat did not sink, but was thrown up on the Courland 
coast, and the woman, still alive, was found by fisher- 
men, recovered, and, one is left to suppose, continued 
her wicked career on the mainland, where people are 
less critical. 

The lighthouse-keeper told us that people were 
beginning to take an interest in Runé; that this year the 
steamer had brought them Mr. Piip, the Esthonian 
Foreign Minister, and a very great Englishman (our 
own Minister from Riga), but that these events did not 
much affect the islanders, who had never considered 
themselves Russians, nor indeed anything else than men 
of Runé, and were content to remain so, and to be 
counted Esthonian, seeing that their business, when 
they had any, was with Arensburg; that they caught 
their seals on the Esthonian rocks, and that, after all, 
the lighthouse-keeper had always been sent from Reval. 
He took us with him to see his lighthouse, where he 
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posed for his photograph very nobly with the light- 
house behind him. It had been higher, he said, but the 
Germans had blown off the top of it, besides making a 
horrible mess of his house. Civilization had visited 
Runé after all. At the lighthouse we had a drink of 
fresh water, and then, as the wind shifted definitely to 
the south, had to give up all thoughts of staying longer 
on the island, and hurried away over the thick moss 
under the gigantic trees, picking mushrooms as we 
went, and so to the broken-down pier. 

We were none too soon. Racundra was bobbing up 
and down in a manner undignified for her, and the 
Ancient had lowered the peak. Where the water had 
been smooth it was already broken. We pulled out in 
the dinghy, getting well splashed on the way, hauled it 
on board, got our anchor, hoisted the staysail, filled on 
the starboard tack, and were off for Paternoster and the 
entrance to the Moon Sound. 
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Ir was half-past one when we got away, and, as we were 
anxious to take no chances with the rocks on Rund’s 
northern corner, we sailed due west for a mile before 
putting Racundra on her course. I must point out here 
that until we reached Helsingfors, though our courses 
were duly set by compass, there was very considerable 
discrepancy between theory and practice. After the 
Run landfall I allowed a full point for easterly devia- 
tion in the neighbourhood of north, and this proved to 
be about right when, in Finland, we had magnets put in 
and swung the ship. But on other points the error was 
even greater. Our logs also were of small use for 
navigation. Of the two, the German log did not work 
at all, and the American, which we used, was a most 
pessimistic affair. Unless we were going at our top 
speed in half a gale, it registered a little less than two- 
thirds of the distance we actually covered, and, if we 
were not visibly and sensibly churning along, the log 
seemed to lose heart altogether and registered nothing 
at all. I think it had begun life on a motor-boat and 
had no patience with our old-fashioned but superior 
ways. Its remarks were of use only in giving us the 
roughest ideas as to what we had been doing. 

The wind was now S.8.W. but continued to back to 
the south, and at 3.40 we brought the booms over. It 
was a fine day and pleasant sailing, and, whatever the 
log might say, it was clear enough from our own wake 
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that we were steadily moving towards the Esthonian 
coast. The only question in our minds was where we 
were going to hit it and when. We did a lot of straight- 
ening up on board, drank coffee by the pint, and ate 
huge quantities of food. We were all greatly cheered by 
our speed after the dismal experience of yesterday’s 
calms, and the Ancient began to think we should be in 
Reval to-morrow and to talk of record passages. 

“One time,’ said he — ‘one time I crossed the North 
Sea in twenty-four hours under sail.’ 

“Where was that?’ I asked. ‘Harwich to the Hook?’ 

‘No,’ said he, with a sail-needle between his teeth, 
finishing the end of one of the halyards. ‘It was from 
that place up at the North of Scotland .. . like the 
Moon Sund, where we’re going.’ 

‘Pentland Firth?’ 

‘Ay. Pentland. Twenty-four hours from there to the 
Norwegian coast.’ 

‘Pretty good sailing.’ 

‘And I had my captain sick all the way. Yellow fever. 
That was how it was. We were in Mexico when he 
began ill, and I wanted him to go ashore. But he was 
Norwegian, and he would have it that back to Norway 
would put him right. And I thought myself, “Maybe 
the fresh airs at sea will put the fever under.” But it 
was not like that. Every day he grew worse. I wanted 
to put up into one of the American ports to put him 
ashore, but he wouldn’t have it, and was all for carrying 
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on and getting home to Norway. And we did carry on, 
too. I can’t tell you how long we were on the passage, 
but we had a west wind with us all the way, till we were 
near the Irish coast. I wanted them to put through the 
Channel, and let him see a doctor at Southampton, or 
one of them places. But he wouldn’t have it, and, sick 
as he was, set a course round by the North of Scotland. 
‘°Tis the best way for Norway,” he says. And we came 
through the Pentland Firth, and he was so bad that I 
was for hauling our wind and coming to Aberdeen. 
But he would have nothing of it. And the west wind 
held and plenty of it, and the captain in his fever 
shouting, whenever I spoke to him, not to take a foot of 
canvas off her. And we made the Norwegian coast in 
twenty-four hours. And then we went into Christian- 
sund, where he was from, and as soon as the anchor 
was down he went ashore, and as he went I told him 
I'd come ashore and see him in the morning. But it 
was not like that. I never saw him ‘again, for he died 
during the night.’ 

I had set a course that, if the error of the compass was 
about what it seemed to be, should bring Racundra 
within sight of the well-lit coast to the west of the 
Paternoster Lighthouse, so that we might learn our 
exact positicn in plenty of time, and was consequently 
delighted when at 10.15 we picked up a blinking light 
on the starboard bow. The Ancient took the tiller 
while I ran down below for a stop-watch. I timed it. 
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One flash every three seconds. I looked at the chart 
which I had spread out on the writing-table in the 
cabin. No such light was to be found upon it. I looked 
again all along the coast of Oesel. No. There was 
a four-flash light on Laiduninna and nothing else 
between that and Paternoster. [ ran my finger across 
the chart, which I was lighting with a little electric 
pocket-lamp. Away to west, far out of our supposed 
course, near the approach of Arensburg, a blinking light 
was marked, but the period of its flashes was not named. 
If it were that, then how humbled must be the pride of 
the navigator. I could feel the Ancient waiting in the 
dark to hear me, having timed the light by a method 
(the stop-watch) in which he did not believe, admit that 
I did not know what light it was or where we might be. 
It was 2 most unpleasant moment. So I said nothing at 
all. 

“What course?’ asked the Ancient. 

‘E.N.E.,’ said I, to give myself time. I had just 
remembered that there was yet hope for my navigation. 
We were working by the big German chart of 1915, the 
only comparatively large-scale chart I had been able to 
get. But in the chart case was an English small-scale 
chart covering the Riga Gulf as well as much else, and 
this had been corrected up to the spring of this year. I 
pulled it out and spread it on the folding table under the 
lamp in the cabin. And, as I looked from yellow splash 
to yellow splash (lights are marked in this way) going 
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from west to east along the Oesel coast, behold, the 
very last light on that coast before the light of Pater- 
noster at the entrance to the Sound was marked ‘1 
flash ev. 3 sec.,’ with the date ‘1920.’ My expanding 
joy almost lifted off the cabin roof. 1 went on deck 
again a different man from that cringing, worried 
navigator who was glad that the dark hid the doubttin 
his face. For some few minutes I said nothing. Then, 
with all the ease I could assume, I said lightly, as if it 
were nothing: ‘Keep a look out for a flashing lighton 
the starboard bow.’ By changing our course we had 
brought my first treasure trove to port. ‘And then,’ 
I added, ‘we should find another light to port, with’a 
white flash every second; and when that turns to red, 
we shall have our course clear for the entrance.’ 

The Ancient answered not a word, but there was a 
new warmth in the night air, a new solidity in the floor 
of the steering-well, and various other minor indica- 
tions of rewarded confidence. I went below and smoked 
a most satisfactory pipe. 

We were not moving fast, and it was three hours later 
before we had the other two lights. But I was secretly 
glad we were moving slowly because, confidence or no 
confidence, I did not want to try too much and attempt 
the Moon Sound in the dark. In spite of the evidence 
of the English chart, I was glad enough to have our 
course confirmed by meeting at 3 a.m. a steamer going 
S.W., which I knew must have come out of the Sound. 
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I took the hint and altered our course a little accord- 
ingly. A little later, the white light of Paternoster 
turned red and then our last doubts were gone, and, as 
the dawn rose, and with it the wind strengthened from 
the S.E., we found ourselves exactly in the entrance to 
the Sound, Paternoster Lighthouse on its island on our 
port, Werder on our starboard bow, islands and rocky 
coast stretching away behind us to the south and west, 
and before us the Sound itself. 
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Tue actual entrance to the Sound is a couple of miles 
wide, with the little island of Virelaid on the western 
side and the larger mass of Werder on the eastern, each 
with its lighthouse. Then, though in some parts of it 
the shores recede and in places are over twenty miles 
apa,'t, the actual channel narrows, twists and turns with 
such sharpness that big ships have more than once gone 
aground through attempting a corner too fast or at a 
time when the current was too strong against them. I 
suppose there are few sections of sea chart on which so 
many wrecks are marked. There is, of course, no tide, 
but the water rises and falls according to the prevailing 
winds, which also determine the direction of the strong 
current in the narrows. The Russian battleship Slava 
is still to be seen high out of water on the Kumora 
Shoal. The British merchantman Toledo, after three 
years of waiting, was only last autumn hauled off the 
shoal by the Erik Stone. Few British skippers care to 
attempt the passage by night, and one of the most care- 
ful, who did so venture, lost several plates from his 
ship’s bottom as his reward. 

We, of course, were attempting it by day, and, as 
dawn broke and at 5.30 we had Paternoster Lighthouse 
abeam, the wind strengthened mightily from the south, 
and, from the slant of the spar-buoys, we could see that 
we had not only the wind but also a strong current with 
us. We had the most favourable possible conditions. 
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At the same time, I was not going to take any risks on 
Racundra’s maiden trip.- With our shallow draught we 
could, no doubt, have cut off many corners. We draw, 
even with the centreboard down, no more than seven 
and a half feet. Our good friend Baltabor, on her way 
to Reval from Riga, avoids the Sound and goes round 
outside the islands if she draws over fourteen feet. I 
decided to attribute fourteen feet to the modest, the 
admirable Racundra, and pilot her through exactly as if 
she were a big ship. In this way we should have ample 
margin for the correction of any errors due to eccen- 
tricities of current or the like. 

Passing Paternoster, we opened Kuivast on the island 
of Moon, a little anchorage where there is a landing- 
stage, a coastguard station, an inn and a telegraph. I 
had meant to stop there an hour or two, but the condi- 
tions for passing the Sound were so good that I visited 
Kuivast only through the binoculars. Two or three 
schooners were at anchor there, waiting for a favourable 
wind to take them south. The inn looked tempting 
enough, but, there it was: that glum log of ours was 
spinning merrily as a top, the sun was bright, the wind 
fair and strong, the wooded island of Shildau showed 
ahead, through the glasses I could already see one of the 
pair of beacons that, kept in line over our stern, would 
guide us through the next bit of the channel; after all, 
there were plenty of stopping-places ahead, and we could 
visit Kuivast homeward bound. So I put the island of 
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Moon resolutely aside and looked over the bows at Shil- 
dau, and searched the pale blue windswept water before 
us for a bell-and-light buoy, which I presently found, 
Racundra foamed past it, and I brought it in line over 
her stern with the lighthouse on Sareots Point, the 
western end of Werder. The sun shone, the wind blew, 
and there was the second beacon on Shildau, at first 
hard to see, close down on the shore under a back- 
ground of dark-green pines. And then Shildau was 
abeam, then on our quarter, and behold, that dimly 
discerned second beacon grew clearer, separated itself 
from the trees, stood out, moved slowly nearer and 
nearer, close to, and at last was in line with the first. Up 
to starboard with the helm, over with the booms, and 
off goes Racundra, with those two beacons in line over 
her stern, through the narrowest stretch of channel, a 
lane between the shoals close by the N.E. corner of the 
island of Moon. And there sure enough on the low 
green ridge of that island, seeming at first to be in im- 
possible positions, but straightening themselves out as 
we sped along, were two tall beacons of open ironwork, 
fantastic, unmistakable things, each with a dark iron 
corkscrew or snake twisting from top to bottom in a 
narrow iron cage. Woods, windmills, green pasture- 
land, houses, and those beacons, looking like Mr. 
Wells’s monsters from another planet striding over the 
earth, all changed places in a vast quadrille as Racundra 
hurried on her way. Suddenly the two monsters began 
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noticeably to draw nearer to each other. They were 
within shouting distance of each other. They were in 
close converse. They were one. The corkscrew of one 
monster linked with the corkscrew of the other, the two 
cages merged into a single cage, and then, to port with 
the helm and sharply, and Racundra, shaking the waters 
from her beloved nose, was off again almost at right- 
angles from her former course, while the Shildau 
beacons slid rapidly apart, and this new pair remained in 
magic unity. I took a bearing of the Moon beacons and 
compared it with the chart, and got additional confirma- 
tion of the error I had assumed from our Runé land- 
fall. That was at ten minutes past eight in the morning, 
and the log was reading 38°4. Half an hour later it was 
reading 41°6, so that even its pessimism was compelled 
to admit that Racundra was doing her six knots. 
We were now in apparently open water, but the chart 
was of a different opinion, and, mindful of our 
temporary fourteen feet, we kept those beacons in 
line for seven miles, when we passed the light-buoy in 
in the middle of the Sound. Away to the west was the 
wide shallow inlandsea between the islands of Dagé and 
Oesel. To the east we could see small scraps of islets 
and knew that beyond them was the narrow bay of 
Matsalu, from which, more than seven hundred years 
ago, the Esthonians sailed out and away to Sweden, 
and burnt Sigtuna, the Swedish capital, and carried 
away its silver gates. After passing the light-buoy, we 
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held on our course for another seven miles or so, when 
we sighted the murderous Erik Stone, a square rock 
sticking up alone out of the waters; a rock no bigger 
than a king’s throne, as it is said by some to have been; 
a rock painted red all over by my ingenious friend 
Captain Konga, with whom, as you shall hear in 
another place, I spent two nights on the wreck of the 
Toledo, aground upon the shoal of which this stone is 
the uppermost point. Then, the water had been lower, 
and there was a little island to be seen, and seabirds 
upon it, but now there was nothing but the stone 
itself. Far away to the west was the coast of Dagé, and, 
with strong glasses, we could see the white house and a 
red roof by the little harbour of Heltermaa. Far away 
to the east a fantastic iron beacon rose out of the sea, 
showing where was the narrow passage to Hapsal 
between the shoals of Odroraga and Rukeraga. We 
meant to return that way, but we were moving too fast 
to have time to spare for dreaming about passages to 
come. There was the Erik Stone; there on the star- 
board bow the dark woods of the island of Worms; 
there, as if floating in the sea, the handful of low build- 
ings on the tiny island of Harry; and somewhere ahead 
another bell-buoy to be found and passed to make the 
channel along the eastern side of Harry and avoid the 
rocks off Worms. 

The sun shone; the wind blew stronger and stronger; 
short, stout little waves raced us, caught us, passed 
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foaming and gurgling under our keel and rushed ahead 
of us to the open Baltic. We were off Worms almost 
before we had left the Erik Stone, so it seemed. And 
there sheltering under the wooded island of Worms 
were the vessels bound south, schooners and cutters at 
anchor, watching us with envy as we flew past, waiting 
for the wind to change that was no good to them and 
suited us so well. Worms, like Runé, is one of the 
Swedish islands belonging to Esthonia. In all the 
harbours along the coasts of this part of the Baltic you 
meet stout little ships with Swedish names and the 
words ‘fran Worms6’ painted on their broad sterns. 
You can tell a Worms ship at first sight. You have no 
need to seek the painted letters. No others have the 
same combination of beam and lofty freeboard fore and 
aft. A beautiful sheer these little ships have, with a 
high after-deck, the sides of which tumble home with 
an effect no less practical than lovely -a downward 
curve to the broad midships and then a proud upward 
sweep to the bows; in every line the sense of solidity, 
breadth, ability to keep the seas, and an unbroken 
tradition of simple-minded builders. The ships are 
mostly iron-fastened nowadays, but the older art is 
preserved, and I have seen fine schooners, not more 
than five years old, in which the fastenings, like timbers 
and planking, were of wood. For a moment we thought 
to turn aside, to slip in here under the lee of the island, 
to make this a stage of our journey and to talk with some 
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of the little anchored fleet. But what would a Worms 
skipper think of us if we wasted a fair wind? It was not 
yet noon and the wind showed signs of rising still more. 
The barometer had fallen and was still falling. The 
wind would hold, and, going at this speed, we should be 
in Reval before midnight. So Worms slipped astern 
and we held on out into the Baltic, still among shoals, 
but with nothing visible on either hand except the 
glaucous white-splashed water. 
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For some time we steered north by west through a 
waste of water increasingly disturbed, looking south 
over Racundra’s stern and keeping a dark pinewood 
promontory on the south end of Worms just open of 
the slim, gleaming white tower of Saxbiness light on 
the N.W. corner of the island. The wind, now really 
blowing pretty hard, kept shifting, and more than once 
we had to jibe. We passed one spar-buoy, then another, 
then found the long-expected light-buoy, and north of 
that a group of four spar-buoys and a solitary pair. 
Spar-buoys are the loneliest things in the sea. For 
those who do not krfow them I should perhaps have said 
before that they are tall posts anchored to the bottom of 
the sea to mark the shallows. On their ends in these parts 
they carry brooms, one or two, and according to the 
number of the brooms and to their position, the handles 
of the brooms being up or down, the mariner learns on 
which side of the buoy is the danger. The brooms do not 
long survive the buffeting of wind and water, and these 
lone sticks with their draggle-tailed besoms far out at 
sea have a most melancholy appearance in themselves, 
although the sailor finding his way over the waters is glad 
enough to recognize them and be assured of his position. 
We rushed past that solitary pair, jibed for the last time, 
and stood away E.N.E. for the narrow passage across 
the reef that almost joins Odensholm to Spithamn. 
The wind strengthened in successive stout breaths, 
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and then settled down in the S.E., to blow considerably 
harder than Racundra had yet had opportunity of feel- 
ing. We were some eight or ten miles off the land, and 
the wind, blowing since the afternoon of yesterday, had 
had plenty of time to get up the waves — nothing, of 
course, compared to those there must have been on the 
other side of the Gulf, but still enough to make a pretty 
fair test of Racundra’s quality. With her broad beam 
and heavy keel she stood up to the wind magnificently, 
of course, but, as she dropped between each wave, 
something fairly thundered within her, shaking the 
whole ship. It was the centreboard, and we hauled it 
up, for, with the wind broad on her beam and plenty of 
it, the difference it made to her sailing (if any, for she is 
by no means flat-bottomed) was fully discounted by the 
pounding effect on our nerves. Even so we were left 
with a noise to which to grow accustomed ~ the tre- 
mendous crashing of the water under her weather bilge- 
keel as she sank into the trough. As soon as we knew 
what it was, we stopped worrying, but before we knew 
we had crawled all over inside her, feeling her sides, 
inspecting the boltheads of her three-and-a-half-ton 
keel, and generally expecting unpleasant surprises. 
Once we knew what it was, it rapidly became unnotice- 
able, and we were able whole-heartedly to rejoice in 
Racundra’s manner of dealing with waves, a thing 
beautiful to see. We took plenty of spray on deck, 
but no heavy water at all. ‘She juist joomps out of 
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them like a dinghy,’ said the Ancient, restored to happi- 
ness after doubts, during the centreboard’s orchestral 
performances, as to whether the keel was adrift. In the 
general buffeting she got between leaving the Moon 
Sound and coming into shelter of the land by Spit- 
hamn, only one thing gave way. In the working draw- 
ings for her there had been a neat galvanized iron saddle 
and ring by way of gaff jaws, but the builder, saving 
money, had not bought it, and, at the last minute, had 
made wooden jaws, with holes for the lacing bored far 
too big, thereby weakening a contraption which even 
apart from that was rather ineffectively held together 
with screws. Further, the shrouds of the mainmast fell 
rather far aft, and the mainsail being very tall, the gaff 
tended to swing forward and press against the shroud, 
putting an unfair strain on the jaws. We had heard a 
loud crack aloft, but nothing had come down, and from 
the steering-well we could see no damage. After 
sighting the low island of Odensholm with its light- 
house, and finding the two buoys that mark the passage 
just north of the promontory of Spithamn, where more 
ships were taking refuge under the lee of the rising 
ground with its six windmills, we heard another crack. 
I set a course to take us north of Sandgrund and the 
rocks beyond Spithamn, left the tiller to the Ancient, 
and went forward to take a look at things. I saw at once 
that the parrel rings of the gaff jaws were hanging loose, 
that the gaff jaws were broken, and that the broken 
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side of the jaws was jammed in place by a halyard, 
which, bar-taut, was the only thing that kept the gaff 
from breaking loose. This was pretty unpleasing, but, 
after watching it for a minute or two, I became con- 
vinced that nothing would shift it so long as we held 
the wind on the’starboard side, which we should do 
until we came to Reval Bay. In any case we were 
moving finely, and this place, with Sandgrund, Gras- 
grund and the Locust Rock all to be avoided, was not 
the one to choose for a stoppage for repairs. 

We held on, and Racundra, settling down to her work, 
justified our trust by the speed with which she hurried 
eastwards. At 6.5 we had Grasgrund abeam and saw the 
lonely rock, well out to sea, where in fine weather there 
is often a broad space of visible ground. On our star- 
board bows were the islands of Roogé, off which we 
had been becalmed one summer’s night in Kittiwake. 
There was Pakerort Lighthouse, tall on its cliff, the 
witness of how many of our struggles in the recalcitrant 
but lamented Slug. In the bay on the hither, side of 
Pakerort was Baltic Port. We were already in familiar 
waters. And, with the thought of Baltic Port, our 
pleasant anchorage of last summer, came doubts as to 
the wisdom of standing on for Reval in the dark through 
what in any other boat we should have called a storm, 
with so serious a piece of trouble as broken gaff jaws 
awaiting attention aloft. We should have to beat into 
Reval Bay anyhow, when the gaff jaws would infallibly 
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come down. It would then be dark. Better beat into 
Roogowik, to Baltic Port, here, now, in daylight, 
when, if anything went wrong, we could see what we 
were about. So, rather nervously, we hauled in the 
sheets, put the helm down for a moment, and stood 
close-hauled into Roogowik. But we were already too 
late. The deep bay running S.E. into the land left us 
again without protection, we were bucketing into a 
head sea, Racundra’s speed fell off, and the twilight was 
upon us. It became imperative to have a look at those 
gaff jaws while it was yet light enough to see. The 
Ancient lowered away the peak, which stuck, of course, 
in the makeshift blocks, then loosed the throat halyard, 
when the whole thing came down in a tumultuous and 
entangled rush. Within a minute we had learned that 
with her staysail and mizen setting as badly as they then 
were, Racundra would have a very difficult time beat- 
ing against a heavy sea under those two sails alone. She 
absolutely refused to stay (I hasten to explain that now, 
when we have put things right and given her the tackle 
she deserves, after generally clearing up the abounding 
errors in her rigging, she stays with the utmost regu- 
larity). We had to wear her each time we went about. 
Now, Roogowik is a narrow inlet deep to either shore, 
but with rocks along both sides and an awkward reef 
running out north of the harbour, which is well into the 
inlet on the eastern side. It grew perfectly dark. The 
harbour lights appeared, but there were no lights what- 
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ever on the Roogé island shore opposite the harbour. 
We could not tell how near we were to the land when on 
the tack that took us in that direction. The wind was 
extremely strong (indeed, if it had been weaker our 
position would perhaps have been worse); our sidelights 
would not burn, and the binnacle light blew out every 
time it was lit. We found ourselves not snugly making 
repairs in Baltic Port, as we had hoped, but rushing 
wildly in the dark from one side to the other of the bay, 
desperately wearing round when we thought we could 
afford to go no farther, and gaining absolutely nothing 
in our struggle towards the green light which meant, as 
I thought then, a well-known harbour. 

Providence, perhaps, was with us, for, as we were to 
learn a fortnight later, if we had gone in there with the 
wind behind us, as it would have been if only we could 
have made the entrance, which is from the south, we 
should almost certainly have been smashed up. The 
harbour had been halved in size since last year. ‘The open 
space through which I should have tried te go to my old 
anchorage had been blocked by a new pier of black tarred 
timbers, quite invisible at night, and my old anchorage, 
behind it, was high and dry out of the water. I do not 
like to think of what would have happened if, with that 
wind, we had raced into that blind alley in the dark. 

However, we had no chance of doing any such thing. 
With the darkness the wind increased to a gale and our 
position became rather seriously uncomfortable, for it 
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became clear that, so far from gaining, we were actually 
losing ground, and that with each tack we were coming 
nearer to the reef instead of farther into the bay beyond 
it. At this point, the Ancient and I had our only 
quarrel. He wanted to get as near the harbour mouth 
as we could, drop anchor and try to get a line ashore. 
I knew the place well from other years, and so knew that 
the depth was far too great to give us a chance of doing 
anything but lose an anchor, and that if we got any- 
where near the shore, unless actually in the harbour 
mouth, we should infallibly go on a rock. I was there- 
fore for admitting that Baltic Port was a mistake, for 
wearing for the last time, getting well out into the 
middle of the bay and clear of the reef, and then putting 
the helm up and running out to sea until beyond the 
precipitous point of Pakerort, when I should bring her 
up to the wind and remain so till morning. There was 
a little breathless bitterness on the subject as we shouted 
at each other and tried to hear what the other was 
shouting back, and it ended in Racundra pretending she 
had never wanted to put her nose into Baltic Port at 
all. She stopped bucketing into the wind, and with 
sudden restfulness and three times the speed, flew out 
of the bay with the wind at her heels to the open sea, 
where she was more at home. The Ancient watched 
Pakerort light till from the cliff-top it looked down over 
our stern, and then went below and to sleep. There 
was, after all, nothing more to be done. 
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THEN began a wild but, in a curious way, rather enjoy- 
able night. No misfortunes at sea are enjoyable in 
themselves. He is a liar who says they are and he is a 
fool who courts them. But when misfortune has come 
against your will, when it is there, when you have 
shaken hands with it, realized it thoroughly, and done 
what you think is the best possible thing to do, there 
comes a sort of release from further worry which is 
quite sensibly pleasant. 

There was Racundra with her mainsail gone, proved 
incapable of beating under staysail and mizen, rigged 
as they then were in a temporary manner, careering 
through steep seas in a pitch-dark night with no side- 
lights and a binnacle lamp that would not burn. On the 
face of it, misery. Yet there was no misery about it. 
While in that narrow bay I had been much afraid, but 
here, in the open sea, things were much better. Besides, 
we were doing the thing which I had myself urged as 
the right thing to do. It was my own thing, this.career- 
ing business out here in the dark, and I had the joy of 
possession. I was still afraid, of course, but knew where 
I was, and knew what I had to avoid. I had to prevent 
Racundra from being blown too far out to sea, to 
prevent her from working sideways to Nargon island, 
and to make headway if possible towards the shallow 
bay on this side of Surop, without going on the rocks off 
the near point of it and without getting into the bay 
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until it was light enough to see what we were about. 
Wind and sea had clearly made up their minds to knock 
us and blow us to Finland, or, if we insisted on working 
sideways, to plant us on Nargon like many good ships 
before us. Racundra and I were of a different deter- 
mination, and, as we careered in the dark over waves 
which always seem bigger at night, I had the definite 
impression that Racundra was enjoying it also in her 
fashion. I found myself, who do not sing in happier 
moments, yelling ‘Spanish Ladies’ and ‘Summer is 
icumen in’ and ‘John Peel’ at the top of my voice. 
Then the Cook struggled up the companion way with a 
sandwich. She asked, with real inquiry, “Are we going 
to be drowned before morning?’ 

I leaned forward from the steering well and shouted, 
‘Why?’ 

“Because I have two thermos flasks full of hot coffee. 
If we are, we may as well drink them both. If not, I’ll 
keep one till to-morrow.’ 

We kept one. We drank the hot coffee from the other 
and ate a huge quantity of sandwiches. The more we 


ate the better things seemed. We grew accustomed — 
even to the din. Douses of spray merely made it seem 


worth while to have put on oilskins. The howling of the 
wind and the recurrent crashing of the waters became 
monotonous. The Cook, who had been doing her work 
ascalmly as Racundra, and like Racundra was enjoying 
it, fell asleep in the middle of a laugh. She was tired 
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out, and when the next big splash woke her, I sent her 
below to lie down, knowing that there would be plenty 
of work for her in the morning, whereas there was 
nothing she could well do at the moment. I do not 
believe she has forgiven me yet. 

After that, Pakerort light and Surop light and the far- 
away flash of Nargon were my companions. The riding 
light, the only one of our lamps that would burn except 
the swinging lamp in the cabin, I had under my knees 
in the steering-well. With an electric pocket-lamp I 
had a look at the binnacle now and again. So we went 
on, hour after hour, until I too fell asleep. 

I suppose everybody who has spent long hours at the 
tiller of a little boat has done the same. But, I admit, I 
was startled the first time I woke to find myself in the 
steering-well of Racundra, holding a kicking tiller, with 
the dark in my eyes and a great wind in my face. The 
next time it happened I said to myself, ‘Done it again!’ 
and began pinching myself as hard as I could, in 
muscles, in any places that seemed to hurt, in the 
effort to keep awake. It was no use. The lamp was 
burning all night in the cabin and light came up through 
the round windows in the cabin roof. I had shifted the 
riding light from the floor of the steering-well to the 
seat behind me. A faint divided light was thrown on 
the staysail and the upturned shape of the dinghy 
lashed underneath it on the foredeck, and these in 
successive dreams took different shapes. I found myself 
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wrestling with a large and difficult collar-stud stuck in a 
stiff shirt, and only slowly came to understand that the 
collar-stud was the tiller and the white shirt spreading 
somewhere before me was the lonely staysail. A minute 
or two later the dinghy was the moulded base of a 
huge table and the staysail was a corner of tablecloth 
most annoyingly put on crooked. ‘Do put that cloth 
straight,’ I woke saying, and found myself, as before, 
keeping Racundra up into the wind. 

I think that is the secret. One could not go to sleep 
at the tiller with the wind aft, but, when close-hauled, 
steering is done so much by feel, especially in the dark, 
that the ship takes care of the sleeping helmsman. I 
never once woke with sails flapping, and never once to 
find that I had fallen off the wind. Racundra took care 
of her skipper, who was far too tired to take care of 
himself. Then, suddenly, the sleeping fit passed from 
me and I was extraordinarily awake, most unpleasantly 
aware of what I took to be some martial idiot rushing 
about with a little ship of war showing no lights but the 
occasional disconcerting flash of a projector. Then 
came the lights of a steamer from the west (as I learnt 
afterwards, our old friend the Baltabor from Riga), also 
at that time, when we were bucketing about without 
sidelights, a thing of infinite hate. And then, suddenly, 
with a relief which let me know how great the strain 
had been, I knew that the eastern sky was distinguish- 
able from the sea. Day was coming at last, and with day 

66 


PARERORT TO (REVAL 


the possibility of doing more than hold our own, if 
indeed we had been doing that. 

Day came, or the light before the day, and I found 
exultantly that I was now not sleepy at all. We had 
done much better than I had expected in the dark. We 
were well clear of Nargon and about two miles from 
Surop. I held on joyfully, no longer thinking of calling 
the Ancient, who at last, when the sun was up, came on 
deck and, with that little faith of his, as once before he 
had looked for Riga, now looked for Pakerort. Every- 
thing was hope. We could see what we were doing, and 
the Ancient dug out the trysail from the solid mass of 
gear and sails stowed in the forecastle during our 
hurried departure. We disentangled a halyard and got 
the trysail up, wore ship after an ineffectual attempt to 
go about, and stood in the port tack for Fall and the 
hollow of the broad bay west of Surop, to get under the 
shelter of the land for repairs that would let us hoist 
the mainsail again, without which we were so badly 
crippled. At last we got into fairly smocth water. We 
drank the hot coffee from that other thermos flask. 
The Cook worked one of her miracles and produced 
great bowls of porridge. The Ancient Mariner made a 
wonderful job of a manilla rope substitute for gaff 
jaws. This done, the Cook took the tiller while we 
took off the trysail and hoisted the main. Would it 
stand or would it not? It stood most beautifully, and 
with singing hearts we went about and on the starboard 
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tack, cleared the rocks by Surop and then, coming 
nearer to the wind, held on till close by Cape Basanova, 
the S.E. point of Nargon, where, years before, we had 
landed on our first voyage in Slug. Then we went 
about and stood due south, the wind having momen- 
tarily backed to the east. We stood into Zigelsko Bay. 
Reval was in sight for a moment, then blotted out by 
big rain-squalls. We went about thinking to clear 
Karlo, but the wind shifted too, and had such strength 
that even with eased mizen it took all the strength I 
had to keep her off the point, which she seemed deter- 
mined to ram. I ran her off a little whenever I got a 
chance, but there were moments when it was impossible 
to do anything but luff, and Karlo, now and again 
invisible in the squalls, seemed most unpleasantly 
close. These squalls were, I think, the toughest wind 
we had throughout the storm, and Racundra, forced 
over by them, and meeting the short steep waves of the 
entrance to Reval Bay, shipped more water than 
throughout the whole of the rest of the passage. The 
Ancient had left the forecastle hatch open under the 
overturned dinghy, and until the Cook, guessing what 
had happened, went forward and closed it from under- 
neath, each wave that came over sent a deluge below. 
Holding on in the cabin in a sort of whirlwind of flying 
pots, pans, apples, pipes and other loose lumber, the 
Cook was persuaded we were going to run her bodily 
under water, but Racundra’s admirable nose took care 
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of that. We had a wet but exhilarating time clearing 
Karlo, after which the squalls slackened, and we stood 
right across the bay towards the low hill and windmill 
by Miderando, went about there, and tacking with long 
legs and short, made our way up the bay towards the 
three ships of the Esthonian Grand Fleet and the rock 
and spires of Reval, dim in the rain, with each tack 
getting more into shelter and finding things easier, 
until at last we rounded smoothly into the harbour, 
picked up a buoy, warped into a berth by the Yacht 
Club Mole, made all snug and had a pretty decisive 
supper. 
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I SUPPOSE it is as true as many things in history that 
Linda, with whom Esthonian chronicles begin, was 
born from a grouse’s egg. She refused the sun and the 
moon in marriage, giving them the soundest cate- 
gorical reasons for their rejection, and married instead 
the young giant Kalev, who, after a seven days’ wed- 
ding feast, drove off with her in his sledge and came to 
this wild country by the seashore. Their son, the Kale- 
vipoeg after whom the Esthonians name their ships, 
cleared parts of the country from rocks and made 
places fit for corn-growing and pasture, slew all the 
wild beasts, took part in the struggles of his people 
against the Christian invaders from Germany, and 
ended in hell with his fist stuck fast in the doorpost 
thereof. The old giant Kalev died here at Reval, and 
Linda heaped stone after stone upon his grave and so 
made that proud hill of Reval by the Baltic Sea, to 
carry in stone and mortar the record of over seven 
hundred years of Esthonian history. Up there on the 
skyline are fortifications built by the Danes. There are 
walls and towers built by the Swedes. The old town 
hall under the shadow of the rock is a legacy from the 
Hanseatic League. There is the ancient Lutheran 
church with the skeleton carved by the doorway. 
There are the narrow houses of the German mer- 
chants, some of them with the old portraits of the 
burghers still on the walls; up on the hill-top the houses 
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of the barons, and over all the monstrous gold-domed 
Russian church, breaking with a touch of Byzantium 
the Gothic and Scandinavian outlines of the place. But 
for the Russian church, Reval is in colour a little like 
Shaftesbury; in form its rock is a little like the rock of 
Edinburgh, if only that were set in a plain on the edge 
of the sea. Most of all, it is like those night-cap- 
country towns that the old German wood-engravers 
used to put into their backgrounds. 

But I know Reval too well, and like it too much, to be 
able to write of it with the aloof ease that is only 
possible in writing of chance acquaintanceships with 
towns and people. Sailing in there is always, for 
me, like coming home, and I hardly know how to 
give a picture of it, as if I were seeing it for the first 
time. 

Coming in as we did on this occasion in a series of 
rain-squells, there was little of the town to be seen; but 
going home to the hills a man does not feel their 
presence the less if the tops are veiled in clouds. 
Everything in the harbour was an old friend. There 
were the little tugs, the Kalev and the Walter. How 
often their wash had almost rolled me off the roof of 
Kittiwake’s cabin, on which I used to sit here in the 
evenings watching the ships! There was the old grey 
elevator that somehow, though modern, carries with it 
a suggestion of Danzig and the Hansa towns, rising 
high above us amid a forest of masts, for the basin 
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beside it was full of schooners and cutters. Beside the 
quays were the little steamships Ebba Munck and 
Kalevipoeg, busy as usual on their regular trips to 
Finland and Stockholm. The same old motor-boat on 
the Yacht Club Quay was undergoing the same old 
repairs, and even the buoy to which we made fast was 
one into which I had often bumped in bringing the 
erratic Kittiwake home at night. Why, Kitt:wake her- 
self, unkempt, dilapidated, lovable little thing, was 
moored just on the other side of the mole. 

The stranger going ashore for the first time at 
Reval from his little ship need ask no other guide than 
the castle rock. Leaving the harbour, he has but to 
follow the road that leads towards the hill and he will 
enter the town as it should be entered, through an old 
stone gateway defended by a tower, with stout and 
lofty stone walls stretching to right and left. He will 
then walk on a cobbled street or on a very narrow 
pavement under ancient houses until he comes to the 
foot of the rock. He can then walk by a zigzag path up 
the face of the cliff, but if he is wise, and would not 
spoil what is before him by preliminary tastes, he will 
keep on under the walls till, through a narrow street, 
he comes to another fortified gateway, and going 
through that will climb a long slope within the inner 
wall until he comes by the fantastic Russian church to 
the upper town, as it is called, built on the summit of 
the fortress. Here is the old house of the Russian 
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Governor, where the Esthonian Parliament meets. 
Still working upwards, he will read on the doorways 
into old square courtyards the names of the old German 
families that once ruled the country, and he will come 
to an old church with great trees so bent with age that 
they stretch across the road and seem to try to sweep 
the opposite pavement. Turning then down a narrow 
lane, going through an archway, crossing a yard and 
going through yet another arch, he will come out upon 
the battlements and have before him the finest view to 
be obtained in any of the Baltic capitals. He will be 
looking down sheer precipice on the ancient walls of the 
lower town, with the round grey towers that rise above 
them and the tall dark spire of the church of St. 
Nicholas of the sailors, and far over the roofs of the 
town he will see the harbour with the ships coming and 
going about their business, while before him lies the 
great stretch of the blue bay, steamers lying in the 
roads, white-sailed yachts, sedate schooners slipping 
away northward ¢o Finland far beyond the little island 
of Wulf, or moving westward between Nargon and the 
mainland, where again is open sea and clear horizon. 
. . . I cannot believe that any man who has looked out 
to sea from Reval castle rock can ever be wholly happy 
unless he has a boat. 

My imaginary wandering freemason of the sea, 
warmed by the thought that he has a share in all this, 
that he too can sail past those distant promontories, 
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since his little ship is awaiting him in harbour, will then 
go down from the battlements by the rock path until 
the sea is hidden from him, but only for a moment. 
He will cross the railway lines and come out on the 
stony foreshore, where he will find a little square 
harbour for the shallow-draught fishing-boats and a 
row of wooden-trestle piers where those who have 
looked from the rock and have no boats try in vain to 
salve their pain by hiring boats from other men. Here, 
too, he can listen with amusement to the buying and 
selling of every sort of small craft, which goes on with 
all the cheerful mendacity of a horse-fair. This is the 
last refuge of boats discarded from the Yacht Clubs, 
and here all kinds of ancient ruins are given a coat of 
paint and bought by the unwary and sold by the cun- 
ning, wno know that those who have looked from the 
battlements above them must have a boat or die. On 
the foreshore men are always at work repairing little 
ships, and you may find there illustrations for a whole 
history of Baltic boat-building. Only a year ago I saw 
here one of the early fishing-boats that were brought 
from the upper reaches of the Volga, a flat-bottomed 
boat with planks sewn together with strips of leather. 
In old days these boats used to be brought to Reval by 
fishermen from Ostashkovo, in the interior of Russia, 
who came for the summer fishing season, sold their 
fish and their boats here, and bought little Esthonian 
horses with which they returned by sledge overland in 
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the winter, to build new boats and come again next 
summer.? 

But if castle rock and stretching bay and intimate dis- 
reputable foreshore are among the glories and delights 
of Reval, they are not the town itself, which, clustered 
about the foot of the rock, has, of all the Baltic capitals, 
least of the vices of a town and most of the virtues of a 
village. Nobody in Reval tries to dress well, with the 
exception of a few young women, and they, by the 
manner of their failure, do but emphasize this cardinal 
virtue of their native place. Top-hats were unknown 
there until the British Consul and Vice-Consul spread 
awe and astonishment by wearing them on state occa- 
sions, thereby startling the Ministers into ordering at 
least two from England, for the use of the Cabinet. 
Not that for a moment I would be thought to laugh at 
men who had the courage to carry through a foreign 
policy against the almost open threats of greater Powers, 
and have had the satisfaction of seeing half Europe 
follow at their heels. I do but lament the introduction 
of those four top-hats and recognize that we, and not 
the Esthonians, are to blame for them. Anyway, they 


4Not far from here, in a river farther along the coast, I 
have seen 2 quite new dug-out boat, like the boats of primitive 
man, hollowed with the axe out of a single tree. On a Russian 
river I have been in a boat scarcely less simple, with an Evin- 
rude motor fixed over the stern, so near in Eastern Europe are 
the earliest and latest stages of civilization. 
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are very seldom to be seen, and I think that after that 
first moment of horrified excitement everybody has 
come to realize that Reval is not the place for them. In 
Reval nothing is done for show, except, perhaps, an 
occasional march of troops or fire brigade. And that 
you must have in any capital. There is no single street 
in Reval given up to fine shops and the parades of fools. 
Everything is decent, homely and unflurried. 

There are shops, of course, but the buying and 
selling in the town is for the most part done in the older 
manner. ‘The Reval housewife does not go shopping for 
her day’s provender. She goes to market with a big 
string bag in summer and dragging a little sledge at her 
heels in winter. In the middle of the town, under the 
big Esthonian theatre, is a wide open space where there 
is a food-market, and beside it little wooden booths 
where you can buy string bags or even baskets to carry 
your food in, doormats to wipe your feet on when you 
get home (I bought one for the feet of Racundra’s 
visitors), and saucepans in which to cook it after you 
have arrived. The market is made up of rows of tables 
on trestles, each with a little roof. By old tradition, the 
sellers of each particular kind of goods keep together. 
In this way they can keep a check on each other’s 
prices, and you, interested in quality, can compare one 
cabbage with another or prod the breasts of half a dozen 
chickens on different stalls before you make your 
choice. In one part of the market you may walk be- 
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tween rows of boxes full of pike, some of them still alive 
in bath-tubs, big perch (two- and three-pounders are 
not the rarity that they are at home) and baskets full of 
the little shining Azllos. In another part of the market 
you are among green vegetables. In another you buy 
hunks of meat ‘wrapped in Esthonian newspapers and 
dripping blood and printer’s ink. At one side of the 
square are the little carts which have brought all this 
food in from the surrounding country. And there is a 
row of booths where, as you pass, you hear the loud 
cheerful noise of people drinking tea with great 
pleasure, with bits of sugar between their teeth, and 
there are the farmers and their wives, sitting by the 
samovars on the trestle tables, eating enormous quan- 
tities of sausages. Besides this market there is another 
under the walls, for clothes and old iron, where I have 
picked up a block or a shackle now and again. This 
market is called ‘Lousy Market’ by the inhabitants of 
Reval, and they ought to know. Both markets are in 
perfect keeping with the medizval character of the 
town. 
* 

Racundra lay five days in Reval, while her designer 
examined her al! over inside and out to see what the 
builder had made of his dream, and set himself to put 
right as many as possible of our makeshifts. He made a 
new horse for the mainsheet to work on, gratings for the 
seats in the steering-well and battens for the sails, 
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besides putting on the best of his old workmen to 
repair our damaged gaff. Meanwhile we bought what 
we could of the things we needed, but finding that 
there were no blocks in Reval to fit our ropes, we 
decided to sail over to Finland and to finish our fitting 
out in Helsingfors. We rigged a yard for our square- 
sail, but found that the sail was too small to be of real 
use. The making and mending took time, and mean- 
while the S.E. wind that would have carried us to Fin- 
land in a few hours was blowing itself out day after 
day. 

We had plenty to do, of course, as one always has in 
even the smallest of ships. ‘The gangway plank that we 
had rigged up over the stern was continually trodden by 
Racundra’s visitors. We, too, had many friends to see 
in the town, and now and again went visiting in the 
dinghy in the harbour. Baltabor was there, having got 
in the morning of the day that we arrived, and Captain 
Whalley was to have lent me a Pelorus for the business 
of correcting Racundra’s compass, but, clearing un- 
expectedly, as we had done in Riga, steamed away with 
the instrument on board. Then there was another 
English ship in the port, the Maid of Erin, a fine 
Bristol Channel pilot vessel, ketch-rigged, which had 
taken a cargo of boots to Petrograd. Her owner was a 
true merchant-adventurer, who told us that his real 
business was the breeding and selling of polo ponies. 
Without wishing to hurt Racundra’s feelings, we envied 
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a little the broad decks and roomy hold of the Maid of 
Evin. She was three times our tonnage, of course, 
black and piratical in appearance, but what a ship to 
make a home of! Her owner, on the other hand, had 
plenty of admiration for Racundra, so we parted with 
mutual good feelings, made still warmer on our side by 
a present from the Mazd of Erin, whose owner hailed 
me as I was rowing back in the dinghy from getting my 
papers cleared for Finland, and handed down a cake of 
plug tobacco, worth to me then many times its weight 
in gold. The Ancient and I shared it between us, and 
often, as we smoked, spoke of ‘that fine black pirate 
ketch’ and wondered if we should meet her again.t She 
was gone when we returned from Finland. 


1 { heard some years afterwards that she had been wrecked 
on the Finnish coast. 
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On August 30th, when we had our new gaff jaws and 
had put the battens into the sails, we were impatient to 
be off. The Cook remained in Reval, making room for 
my friend Mr. Wirgo, who at one time represented 
Esthonia in London and had arranged to make the 
passage with me to Finland. In early youth he spent 
some time on a sailing ship, and now owns the Condor, 
a little Swedish yacht, delightful in sheltered waters, 
but not fit for the crossing to Helsingfors. We had 
sailed round the harbour in Condor the preceding night, 
when Wirgo managed to tumble into the water while 
getting into a dinghy. The unfortunate effect of this 
was that when we had already started for Finland he com- 
plained of feeling ill, and after being dosed with aspirin 
from Racundra’s medicine chest, had to spend most of 
the passage in his bunk. At the start, however, he was 
most impatient to be off, and was anxious that we should 
use the engine, which, however, was determined not to 
beused. Heexplained that, whatever happened, he must 
be back the day after to-morrow in order to take his 
wife to a ball in honour of the British Fleet, a squadron 
of which was expected. In his hurry, he actually towed 
us out of the harbour in the dinghy. That was at seven 
o’clock in the evening, and when he came on board 
again after a magnificent piece of work, for Racundra 
is a heavy little ship, the illness began which lasted 
until we were already within sight of the Finnish coast. 
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We started in the evening in the hope of getting a 
land breeze through the night, and this we did, though 
the breeze was so slight that when morning broke we 
were still close to the island of Wulf, which protects the 
Bay of Reval from the north. I steered all night until 
the dawn, whieh found us clear of the bay. It was 
pleasant work with the admirable leading lights of 
Reval as a guide, and I took a number of bearings which 
confirmed the deductions made already about the 
gigantic character of our compass deviation. By half- 
past six we had passed Nargon and Wulf, and at eight 
we could see Wrangel sland, east by north, and on the 
horizon the Revalstein three-masted lightship a little 
north of N.W. The wind dropped to nothing. It had 
only needed the dotting of an z and the crossing of at 
to make it nothing before. We were simply drifting. 

And then, quite suddenly, came the fog, and with 
it the slightest possible breath from the north, veering 
now and again. We steered, or rather pointed, for the 
ship could hardly be considered as under sail, N.E., E. 
by N., and E.N.E. The fog was a white, cool fog, and 
hid everything but the water within a few yards of the 
ship. The Ancient Mariner brought up the fog-horn, 
and at the proper intervals we made the noises pre- 
scribed by law. Wirgo came up, looked about him, 
wondered rather dismally what his wife would say to 
him if she had to go to the ball alone, and retired to his 
bunk. The Ancient and I drowsed at the wheel in 
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turns. There was something uncanny in being unable 
to see in a fog so white, so luminous in itself. Yet 
there it was, sure enough fog, as Huckleberry Finn 
would say, and we began to be worried by noises. Once 
or twice there were good recognizable noises made by 
other vessels: to these we cheerfully replied, proud of 
the fact that we could do as much ourselves. The 
worrying noises were the regular ones, signals from 
lighthouses, lightships and similar things, which we 
ought to have been able to identify and could not. The 
fog lasted until four in the afternoon. For some time 
before that the wind had been easterly, such as it was, 
and we had been pointing north. We had heard one 
particular noise which had disturbed us very much 
indeed. Hoots on a fog-horn and then the clear ringing 
of a bell, repeated accurately at three-minute intervals. 
Now, when a ship moves at all, the desires of those on 
board tend to make them believe that she is moving 
faster than she is in fact. Although, until we heard 
these signals, somewhere to south of us and seemingly 
quite near, we had supposed Racundra was about half- 
way across the Finnish Gulf, yet when we heard them, 
it never for a moment occurred to us that they could be 
anything but signals from some lighthouse or light- 
ship standing far out from the Finnish coast. We 
accordingly searched the Baltic Pilot, and examined the 
Finnish coast in both English and German charts, try- 
ing to find a place alleged to make such noises during 
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fog. We could find nothing of the kind, and were 
actually beginning to be afraid that we had already 
come too near the land, when the fog rolled southward 
as swiftly as it had come, disclosing a horizon abso- 
lutely naked to the north and bare to the south except 
for a three-masted ship without sails and with curious 
swellings about the masts: the Revalstein lightship, 
which we had thought to be quite twenty miles astern. 
It was not until long afterwards that, idly looking over 
the chart of the Esthonian coast, I realized that the 
three-minute bell we had heard when wrapped up in 
that blanket was from the Kokskar Lighthouse, a few 
miles east of Wulf. 

With the lifting of the fog came a wind from the N.E. 
which allowed us to sail northwards, humbled as 
navigators but renewed in hope as human beings. We 
knew now where we were, and the wind was taking us, 
not quite in the direction in which we wished to go, but 
pretty nearly in that direction. The only thing remain- 
ing uncertain was the deviation of our compass, and 
even with regard to that, we had a good deal of definite 
knowledge in place of the complete ignorance with 
which we had started from Riga. Later on our con- 
fidence was increased by the sight of a three-masted 
schooner also sailing north. She had her sails full and 
was going at a great pace, rapidly overhauling us, but 
when she passed us it was obvious that she was making 
much more leeway than even the generous Racundra 
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allowed herself. We were sure that she too was bound 
for Helsingfors, or at any rate for a sight of the Arans- 
grund light-vessel, which is the outermost mark to 
show the way in. When she was almost hull down 
beyond us she went about and came sliding back again, 
and we decided that she had tacked on getting a sight of 
the light-vessel, which we knew must be somewhere a 
little east of our course. In this way, navigating very 
much from hand to mouth, we took the schooner as our 
guide and stood on as she had done, until at the same 
moment the Ancient sighted land ahead and I saw the 
light-vessel about five miles distant on our starboard 
bow. We stood on till we thought we could fetch the 
vessel on the other tack and then went about, just as 
dusk was falling, when we received an extremely dis- 
concerting shock. 

‘It’s the Aransgrund light-vessel sure enough,’ I had 
said, inspiriting myself, and added§ by way of giving the 
crew and passenger some confidence in my knowledge 
to replace that which they had lost owing to the unfor- 
tunate reappearance of the Revalstein: ‘She will show 
two red lights, one from each masthead.’ I had just got 
this information from the Baltic Pilot. 

Dusk fell. We were all on deck, looking for those red 
lights. And then the vessel showed no red light of any 
kind, buta white light that vanished and reappeared, oneof 
those called ‘occulting’ on the charts and in the light lists. 

‘It isn’t the Aransgrund, after all,’ said the passenger, 
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but the Ancient supported me out of esprit de corps, and 
I, for our very honour, held to it that it was, in spite of 
the visible fact that it showed a white light instead of 
two red ones. I plunged down below and looked it up 
once more in the Baltic Pilot. ‘Two red lights.’ I 
searched the German chart. Red. The English chart 
that I had bought in the spring. Red again. And then, 
just as a sort of last hope that was really no hope at all, 
I looked at the only other chart I had, which was a 
small sketch of the minefields attached to a little book 
of Notices to Mariners given to me by Captain Whalley 
of the Baltabor. This little sketch chart in general 
showed no details, but one detail that it did show fairly 
glowed before my eyes. ‘Aransgrund Lt.V. White 
occ.’ The lights had been changed. It was the Arans- 
grund light-vessel after all, and I returned on deck 
with the book in my hand, my authority as navigator 
triply reinforced by ‘the printed word of the British 
Board of Trade. It was a proud moment, but I had no 
time to enjoy it, for with the dark which fell suddenly 
upon us came a great wind out of the east, and Racun- 
dra, who had moved all day upon an even keel, was 
suddenly getting as much as she wanted. We could not 
fetch the light-vessel with that tack, so we stood on 
beyond it, then went about again, and fairly surged 
towards that white occulting light, which had become as 
it were a personal possession. 

I suppose it was near eleven o’clock when the question 
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of the colour of Aransgrund’s eye was finally settled. 
At midnight we were within a cable’s length of it, 
rushing through the dark without sidelights, dependent 
as usual upon the riding light which I carried in the 
well. I had hoped to go into Helsingfors by daylight, 
for I did not know the channel, and, more important, 
not only did not know the way to the Nylands Yacht 
Club, but did not know where to look for it, having 
been told vaguely that it was on an island. There are 
several hundred islands about, and the Club is not 
marked in German, English or Finnish charts. I there- 
fore decided to take a pilot, and, having no flares, 
waved the riding light. For a long time there was no 
reply, when, thinking that perhaps he took our riding 
light for the ordinary white light carried on the open 
fishing-boats, we hooted at him with the fog-horn. 
This may have been extremely incorrect, but it had 
an instantaneous result. Figures moved on the light- 
vessel’s decks. We heard shouts, and presently some- 
one began swinging a lantern round in circles. They 
had understood, and all we had to do was to keep 
Racundra near the light-vessel while they launched a 
boat and put the pilot on board. This was not so easy 
as it might seem. Remembering the experience of 
Baltic Port, we had feared to take sail off her in spite of 
the wind, and, hove to, she was knocked about con- 
siderably, and drifted too near the vessel or else slipped 
off into the outer darkness. All this was probably due 
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to our lack of knowledge of her. On later occasions I 
had her hove to under full canvas in the most decorous 
and ladylike manner. Anyhow, there was one horrid 
moment when we thought we were coming into violent 
contact with the light-vessel, the great bulk of which 
was heaving up and down in a most portentous manner 
right above us. The business of getting their boat out 
seemed very long, and we learnt afterwards that the 
pilot had been in his bunk and had to get up and dress. 

“Who are you?’ they shouted at us. 

‘English yacht,’ we yelled back, and after that, per- 
haps because the Fleet was expected next day and 
might avenge us, they did at last seem to get busy. 
There was the splash of a boat in the water, a bobbing 
lantern appearing and disappearing in the waves, a 
bump, and a large Finnish pilot tumbled on board 
with: ‘Where do you want to go? .. . Nylands Club? 
... Right. Keep Grohara light so. Now, Captain 
... And with that, as pilots do, he expressed hunger 
and thirst. 

I fed him and poured Riga vodka into him, while he 
asked me, ‘Did we not see you just as night fell, close 
by a three-masted schooner?’ 

“You did.’ 

He laughed. ‘Do you know, we reported you by 
wireless to Helsingfors as a likely smuggler and told 
them to look out for you! Yours was the very last boat 
we thought would need a pilot.’ 
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I suspect that the reason why they had been so long 
in answering our signals from the lightship was that 
they supposed that, being smugglers, we were playing 
some new trick on them. The Esthonian smugglers, 
of whom there are many, make it their sport to tease 
the Finnish coastguards. I had heard much about it 
on the other side of the Gulf, where the smugglers are, 
as in old times in England, the heroes of the longshore 
population. One man in particular makes it his boast 
that he gets his cargo into Finland by a different 
method every time, and each time takes care to let the 
coastguards know the way they have been tricked. On 
one occasion he arrived at evening with a cargo of 
spirits covered with a thin layer of potatoes, and the 
Finns sealed up the hold of his vessel for examination 
in the morning. During the night he broke the seals, 
took out the spirit and disposed of it, and then woke the 
Customs officers while it was still dark and in a great 
state of perturbation asked them what he was to do, as 
in clearing up on deck he had accidentally broken their 
seals. “Fined two hundred marks for breaking the 
official seals.’ He paid the fine. Then, when he left, he 
sent a small keg of spirits to the Customs officers, with 
a note expressing his gratitude for having been allowed 
for so small a sum to bring in such and such a quantity 
of spirit. After many such exploits he was actually 
caught and imprisoned, and it was announced in the 
newspaper that he had been captured with fifteen 
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hundred litres of spirit. He wrote indignantly to the 
editor to say that he had been captured with three 
thousand litres of spirit, not fifteen hundred, and 
wanted to know what had become of the rest. The 
Censor, he complained, did not allow his letter to be 
published. 

When the pilot had finished his meat and drink we 
went on deck again, where Wirgo, recovered from his 
illness, was steering. I had left the matches on the 
cabin table and went down again to get them. Respon- 
sibility gone, the pilot in charge, and Racundra already 
safely across, I thought I would lie down for a 
moment. Out of the last thirty-two hours I had been 
twenty-eight in the steering-weli. I lay down, just as 
I was, the box of matches in my hand; and three hours 
later, matches still in hand, rushed on deck in a panic, 
to find lights all about us, smooth water, the Ancient 
forward ranging the anchor chain, Racundra already 
brought to the wind and losing way, and the pilot on 
the point of saying ‘Let go.’ The chain rattled out. The 
pilot went below with me to drink more vodka and 
collect his fee. I paid the money and uncorked bottles 
half-asleep and wholly angry. Twenty-eight hours of 
steering in calm and fog, and then to sleep like a log 
during this last three hours of good sailing weather, 
just when I had meant to use the pilot in order to learn 
for myself how not to need him again! 
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Next morning I came on deck to find Racundra in the 
delightful anchorage of the Nylands Yacht Club. The 
Club House is itself on an island, and with other 
islands of pink and grey rock and a cliff on the mainland 
close above the water, gives perfect shelter to the little 
fleet that lie to mooring-buoys in this southern corner of 
Helsingfors harbour. The harbour proper lay before 
us, with white steamships along the quays, on which 
were the low Customs houses, the booths of a busy 
market, blue trams slipping swiftly by — a lively, com- 
fortable scene — while over all were the great domed 
church and the cathedral spires that I have often 
admired from the sea when in ships bigger but not 
better than Racundra. Wirgo and I went ashore in the 
dinghy, he to hurry back to Reval by steamship and I 
to look for the friends who, after waiting for us last 
night in the Club House, had supposed that the fog 
had kept us on the other side of the Gulf. 

In comparison with Riga and Reval, Helsingfors 
seemed not to have suffered from the war. The shops 
were full of all the things which for the last few years 
most Baltic towns have had to do without. With its 
clean white steamers and blue trams, it seemed more 
Swedish than Finnish. Finland, real Finland, is to be 
found in the country, not in the capital; and walking 
through the streets of this modern Western town, with 
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its restaurants and taxi-cabs, I kept thinking of the 
simple country life I had tasted in Finland years ago. 
Near Hittola, by Lake Ladoga, paddling with a friend 
in a canoe-shaped boat, I remember finding a little 
ancient steam-yacht lying covered in on the reedy bank 
of a river. I was told that in its day it had made a 
voyage to Edinburgh and back. It was dropping into 
decay, that aged little steamer; those who had sailed in 
it were dead; the elk snuffed round it in the winter snow 
and wandered north to tell the reindeer, who perhaps, 
on the shores of the Arctic, had seen similar strange 
things. Looking north from that place to the Pole was 
nothing but wild country, lake, marshes, ragged forest 
and ice-infested seas. The little steam-yacht did not 
seem more foreign to it than this trim stone-built 
capital. 

So far as Racundra was concerned, I wasted all that 
day in friendship. But early next morning there was a 
coughing and spluttering and spitting alongside, and I 
tumbled out to find that by that friendship Racundra 
was to profit after all. Commander Boyce had brought 
his little motor-boat, Zingla, to take me for a run round 
the harbour to show me the way through the buoys and 
out into the fairway, which I had missed by falling asleep 
as we were coming in. We ran out one way and ran in 
another through well-marked channels between the 
uncompromising rocks. The Finnish coast is not a 
coast on which to make mistakes, and I was glad I had 
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not attempted the foolishness of trying to find the Club 
for the first time in the dark. Once you know where it 
is, however, it is easy enough. There are short cuts for 
small boats, but any yacht coming in here for the first 
time can do so safely by following the sailing directions 
for big ships until she is well into the southern harbour. 
Once there, she has but to follow the quay round into 
the southern corner of that harbour and, if she cannot 
find a spare buoy, drop anchor until morning. 

After introducing me to a score or so of spar-buoys, 
eloquent in the language of up-turned and down- 
turned brooms, Boyce brought the Zingla back to 
Racundra, and the Ancient, for the first time — indeed, 
for the only time on the whole cruise, except for getting 
water — made up his mind to come ashore. He wanted 
a special size of sailmaker’s needles, besides some 
scrubbing-brushes and mops which he did not trust me 
to buy. He was not in the least interested in the town. 
“Towns,’ said he, ‘are all one and all dirt.’ This was a 
manifest libel on the spotless Helsingfors, but the 
Ancient had been a littie embittered by the thick fringe 
of black grease which our waterline had acquired while 
lying in the harbour of Reval. 

We spent an exciting and expensive morning. We 
bought new brass rowlocks for the dinghy which the 
builder had disfigured with coarse, badly galvanized 
iron rubbish which chafed the oars, and did not fit. 
We bought rope fenders. We bought every block we 
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could find that would fit our ropes, and regretted that 
we had not tried to buy them the day before, for we 
could only find half a dozen and could not wait while 
the shops sent to Abo for more. We bought mops, 
woolly and stiff. We bought needles, shackles, hooks 
for the staysail, hooks for a hoisting strop for the 
dinghy, a vast hook with a strong spring clip for picking 
up a mooring-buoy, a tin of colza oil for the binnacle, 
brass clips for the main and mizen peak halyards, 
besides bread, butter, cheese, apples, Swedish oatcake, 
tobacco, stocking-caps, and a Finnish sheath-knife, a 
gorgeous piratical thing with a horse’s head for a hilt, 
a handle inlaid with red and blue and yellow, and 
a curved sheath of black and scarlet leather. Finally, 
with full pockets and empty purses, both of us laden 
like pack animals, we staggered back to the quay, 
signalled to the Club boatman and were put on board 
our ship. 

Then I went ashore again to inquire about a compass- 
adjuster, for I had seen a steamship being slowly shifted 
round end round a big wooden dolphin close astern of 
us. I had seen the white painted marks on the cliff and 
on buildings, so that I had no doubt as to what was 
being done. I was anxious to get our own compass 
corrected and a table of deviations drawn up, so that the 
homeward voyage might be made with a smaller pro- 
portion of guess-work. The Ancient, as always, was 
for starting at once. 
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‘The compass is right enough,’ said he. ‘You found 
the way here with it and you’ll find the way back.’ 

I showed him the list I had made of observed in- 
exactitudes, some of them as much as two and a half 
points (for the compass was immediately over the 
motor), but he was unconvinced, and I left him hauling 
up the sails, ‘to dry,’ as he said, but really, as I well 
knew, in hopes that, seeing them up, I should myself be 
persuaded that Helsingfors had done enough for us and 
that we might put to sea. When I came back from the 
harbour office he had already fixed the hook and strop 
on the fore-halyard and was prepared to haul the 
dinghy on board. He said nothing, but could not hide 
his disappointment when I told him that at eight 
o’clock next morning we were to be tied up to the 
dolphin and ready for the compass-adjuster who was to 
swing the ship. 

I spent that evening in the Nylands Club. The 
Finnish six-metre boat, Stella, was there, back from 
racing at Cowes, and looking at her slim body, built 
for speed and nothing else, and then over the water 
to the stout, imperturbable Racundra, I thought how 
differently men take their pleasures on the sea. I would 
not have her as a gift, and I am sure that Mr. Donner, 
her owner, would turn in disgust from my comfortable 
cruiser, After dinner I went into the Club library and 
found there a really wonderful collection of sailing- 
books from all the countries of the world. I read over 
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again that excellent little book by Thomas Fleming 
Day, the American; and then, for the first time, settled 
down to read McMullen. Few books on sailing fail to 
quote McMullen, but his own book is rare, and I was 
glad enough to read, out here, on a Finnish island, the 
story of Orion’s réturn from France and of McMullen’s 
enviable death, sitting in the cockpit of Perseus, the 
tiller under his arm, in mid-channel on a starlit night. 
I observed that McMullen, even in our temperate 
climate, laid up his ships early in September, and, 
looking at the calendar, remembered that we were far 
from home. It was after midnight before I put the 
book back on its shelf and, dropping over the pierhead 
into the dinghy, threaded my way in the dark through 
the little fleet to Racundra’s gleaming portholes, for the 
Ancient, long asleep, had thoughtfully lit the cabin 
lamp. 


I remember, in reading the logs of other people, 
experienced mariners, my disgust and annoyance when 
in a single sentence they dismissed the swinging of 
their ships. ‘Swung ship and drew up table of devia- 
tions.’ That is the professional manner of recording 
the event, and, if you are not such as they, you are left 
wondering how they did it. At least, that was so with 
me. I was left wondering and was ashamed to ask. 
But the business of ship-swinging is an interesting one, 
and whereas experienced mariners may skip the next: 
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few paragraphs, I am sure there must be inexperienced 
mariners, and even people who are not mariners at all, 
who will be glad to know how the thing is done and, in 
place of the cabalistic words ‘swung the ship,’ to have 
an actual picture of the ship being swung, or rather 
being lugged by main force round a wooden dolphin 
until she headed in turn on each one of the thirty-two 
points of the compass. 

There was a hard N.E. wind blowing in the morning, 
and letting ourselves swing by a long line from the 
mooring-buoy to which we had made fast, we paid out 
line slowly as we worked stern first towards the dolphin, 
the anchor hanging deep in the water ready to hold us 
up. When near the dolphin, we loosed the buoy and 
held with the anchor while I got into the dinghy and 
took a warp across to the dolphin. Then we hauled up 
the anchor, and, shortening the warp, were swinging 
close by the dolphin while waiting for the arrival of 
the stout, red-faced, English-speaking Finn who spent 
every day of his life in the swinging of big ships. 

The dolphin is a stout wooden erection, built of 
piles and so fixed in the bottom of the sea. Above 
water it 1s shaped like an inverted cone, on the top of 
which is a smaller cone with the narrower end upper- 
most. The lower cone, being bigger than the upper, 
forms a platform on which a man can walk. Round the 
upper cone is an iron belt working in a groove. At 
opposite sides of this belt are rings, and from these 
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rings warps are taken to the bow and stern of the ship. 
The ship presses against the lower cone and, in what- 
ever direction it may point, is kept in position by the 
warps to the revolving ring. A steamship is swung by 
simply steaming round the dolphin and in contact with 
it, stopping for a moment at each compass point. 

The principle of the thing is simple enough. The 
dolphin may be taken as a fixed point. On the land, at a 
considerable distance from it, are marks so placed that 
when the ship is in contact with the dolphin and head- 
ing directly on one of these marks, it is heading to- 
wards a known point of the compass. By observing at 
this moment the compass to be corrected, it is easy to 
discover exactly what its error is on that particular 
point. 

Just as we were making fast a small boat was rowed 
out to us carrying the red-faced Finn, who was a little 
disconcerted to find that the ship he was to swing was 
so very much smaller than the big vessels to which he 
was accustomed. However, he paid her a compliment 
or two when he heard where she had come from, and 
set very seriously about his business, after hurting our 
feelings a little by asking: 

‘Will I put my foot through if I stand on the cabin 
roof?’ 

‘You will not,’ I replied. 

‘Ye can dance on her,’ said the Ancient, and with that 
the work began. 
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On the top of the cabin roof the Finn set up a heavy 
tripod carrying a sighting apparatus. At his command 
we pulled Racundra round that dolphin till he had one 
of the marks in line with his instrument. ‘The dolphin 
was built for the swinging of big ships, and we had 
trouble in adjusting things so that we could use it for 
Racundra. The edge of the platform pressed against 
our shrouds and we had to take them down on one side, 
We decorated her side with all our fenders, and finding 
them insufficient, used our spare mattresses. However, 
in the end we got the thing to work. The Finn would 
call out the actual bearing, N., N. by W., or whatever 
it was, while I, darting to our steering compass, called 
out the bearing indicated by the card and the lubber- 
line. We had in no way exaggerated the inaccuracies. 
The Finn had brought with him two magnets brightly 
painted, which he screwed down in the steering-well in 
positions found by experiment. These magnets roughly 
compensated for the effects of the mass of iron in the 
motor, so that the compass became more or less correct. 
Then, point by point, with the help of a couple of 
sailors borrowed from another yacht, we pulled 
Racundra round and held her steady on each one of the 
thirty-two points, noting at each point the difference 
between actual and compass bearing. It took a long 
time, for the wind was strong, Racundra heavy and the 
Finn conscientious. However, it was done at last, and 
down in the cabin, over a bottle of vodka, the expert 
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worked out his results, drawing up a table on the Con- 
tinental plan, while I translated them into a form readier 
for actual use, in one column writing the course, and in 
another the course to steer by our compass. By noon 
the work was done. | put the Finn ashore and hung up 
the completed table in the cabin. 

With that we were both for starting while the wind 
held, late in the day though it was. I took in water, 
made my farewells at the Nylands Club, and, without 
anchoring again, cast off directly from the dolphin and 
tacked out of the harbour. 
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Ir was 1.15 when we sailed, with the barometer at 30-1 
and rising and the wind strong and easterly. The 
Nylands Club had been racing in the morning, and we 
met many of their boats coming in heavily reefed as we 
worked out through the buoyed channel which Boyce 
had shown me the day before. Three big grey ships of 
the British Fleet were at anchor in the outer harbour, 
but we were having our work cut out for us, twisting 
in and out among the buoys, and had small time to look 
at them. Outside there was a steepish sea, and we were 
getting a little splashed even before reaching Grohara 
Island, which we passed at 2.20. 

Grohara is a small rock with a stout white lighthouse 
upon it, to be left to westwards. The last time I had 
passed it in daylight was in winter-time, when an ice- 
breaker was ploughing a way through the ice for a 
convoy of six vessels, and then there was the wreck of a 
little steamer that had tried to pass Grohara on the 
wrong side, and, for her error, was held there hard and 
fast on the rocks and was covered, hull, masts and rig- 
ging, with a coating of thick ice so that she looked a 
ship of glass. The ropes by which the crew had lowered 
their boat were still hanging from the davits, swinging 
stiffly in the wind like glass pendulums. It was difficult 
to believe that the jolly little island at which we were 
looking to-day had been, only seven months before, the 
centre of that desolate scene. Now, instead of being a 
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hummock in a snow-covered icefield, it was set in blue 
sea, splashed with white, the colours of the Finnish 
flag, while far to north of it we could see the little 
islands and rose-coloured rocks, and farther yet, on the 
pale skyline, the domes and spires of Helsingfors, a 
picture only less-beautiful in its way than the romantic 
entrance to Stockholm. 

From Grohara we steered S. and 3 W., allowing 
rather more for drift than we should have done, and 
when we sighted the Aransgrund light-vessel, found it 
well away on the starboard bow. We steered to pass it 
close to, which we did at 4.7 (fifteen miles out from 
Helsingfors). By this time the swell was such that, 
though we were so near that on the top of a wave we 
could see the caps of the men on the light-vessel’s decks, 
in the trough we could not see the vessel at all, not even 
the tops of her masts. The wind had been blowing 
hard easterly for most of the time we had been in Hel- 
singfors, which was enough to account for the size of 
the swell. We shipped a little water, and the Ancient, 
obstinate as usual, put on his oilskins too late, and 
remarked sadly, ‘I am already wet in mine starn.’ I had 
put my oilskins on earlier, and had much amused him 
by carrying away on ‘mine starn’ the blanket from my 
bunk as I rose from pulling the trousers down over the 
boots. Nothing will tame the prehensile tendencies of 
tarpaulins. 

The wind had shifted a little, but our course gave us 
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a point or two to spare, and we gladly took up the 
centreboard. Then in a hardish gust a faulty fastening 
in the mizen peak halyards came adrift and the peak fell 
down. We lowered the sail and tied it, lashing the boom 
to the rigging to prevent its banging about, and found 
that sailing as we were, not absolutely closehauled, she 
steered perfectly without the mizen. We sailed her so 
the whole way across the Gulf, the wind being so lusty 
that we willingly accepted from its own strength this 
shortening of sail that we should perhaps have been 
too proud (or too lazy) to reef in for ourselves. 

After this, which happened close by Aransgrund, 
Racundra settled down to her work and gave us a most 
exhilarating sail. It was a glorious day, bright hard 
sunshine, with cold in the air, as we get it in the Baltic 
at the back end of the year, a good wind heeling her 
over to the railing, stiff as she is, and that mighty swell 
lifting us sky-high and dropping us again into a blue 
depth walled by water. It was easy work steering, now 
that the mizen was gone, and we took it in long spells 
without the least fatigue. ‘This is better than coming 
across,’ said the Ancient Mariner. ‘Wind’s all right, 
but it’s fog as I can’t stand. There’s nothing worse for 
sailormen than when that fog he spreads himself on 
the water and we go howling around all blind.’ 

At 6.25 the Ancient saw land on the port bow which 
we knew must be Kokskar and Wrangel Island, and 
almost at the same moment I got a sight of the Reval- 
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stein lightship to starboard. By nine o’clock we were 
between Wulf Island and Nargon, and could consider 
that we had crossed the Gulf. But we were very far 
from getting into harbour. The wind had been falling 
away towards evening and shifting to the south, and it 
took us as long to make the ten miles remaining as it had 
taken us to cover the thirty-five that we had left astern. 
Yet at this moment, before the sky wholly darkened, we 
could actually see the spires and chimneys of Reval, 
and the huge crane to the west of the town, looking like 
a gigantic bird with outstretched wings. 

Then came complete darkness and a very cold night. 
We took turns at the wheel, the watch below occupying 
itself with the sidelights. I may say at once that the 
watch below envied the watch on deck, and, cold as it 
was, preferred the tilier to the sidelights. Fine copper 
sidelights they were too, pre-war, bought last year and 
horribly expensive. I had hesitated over their really 
shocking cost, but had remembered, ‘The smaller the 
ship, the more her need for good lights,’ had gone 
without new shoes, refrained from buying a new hat, 
and plumped for the best and most expensive sidelights 
I could buy. 

Aljl winter they had lain in my room beside compass 
and lead-line, log, sea-anchor, sextant and cabin 
lamp, and, shining there with the promise of the 
summer’s cruise, had warmed me with an inward glow 
what time the snow was deep in the garden outside and 
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the thermometer stood resolutely at zero or consider- 
ably below. On the smooth passages from Riga to 
Runé and from Runé to Paternoster they had burned 
well enough; and it had been a pleasure, steering 
through the quiet night, to know that the green eye and 
the red were gleaming brightly for any other ship to 
see. But during the gale that followed they had failed 
us. We had done our hopeless beating under jib and 
mizen, trying to make Baltic Port, with our lights out. 
We had wallowed about in the night between Pakerort 
and Nargon knowing that we showed no light to any 
other ship. Again, going into Helsingfors, as the wind 
got up off Aransgrund, they had failed us, and by now it 
was abundantly clear that they were but fair weather 
friends and would burn only in a comparative calm. 
To-night the watch below cleaned them, trimmed 
them, filled them, brought them on deck and set them 
in their places only to see them go out abruptly and 
decisively as soon as they were there. He took them 
below, trimmed them again, wrapped them in sack- 
cloth for shame and as protection, and brought them 
out again, cuddled close as if they had been favourite 
lambs and he a careful shepherd, only to see them drop 
into darkness the moment they felt the wind above the 
cockpit coaming. He devised a new method of pro- 
tecting them, thought of some other way of keeping 
them alight, took them below, retrimmed, relit and 
brought them up again, nursed like babies, to receive 
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another blow from Fate upon the optimism that grew 
less sturdy as the night wore on. Then the man at the 
wheel, of course, thought that he could do better, so we 
changed jobs for half an hour until the other man’s 
optimism was hammered into the same shrinking, 
tender state as that of the first. Finally we both gave it 
up and kept them muffled in the galley, hoping to be 
able at least to show one dying flash of the right colour 
to any ship that we might meet. The riding light, a 
simple, cheap, ordinary affair, burned well, and we kept 
it among our feet in the cockpit, for warmth and to be 
able to flourish it in case of urgent need. 

_ We had to beat the whole way into Reval, and beating 
is not the thing that we are best at. We could, however, 
get along with short legs to eastward and then long legs 
in more or less the right direction. There was no diffi- 
culty about it. Reval is a good place to make in the 
dark. Just east of the harbour mouth are two lights, 
one standing well back and very high and another 
almost on the foreshore and low. These two, kept one 
above the other, lead the whole way in until one can 
see the lights of the harbour entrance. Moreover, one 
of them fades and goes out the moment the approach- 
ing or departing mariner has strayed to east or west of 
the safe channel. So we stood closehauled as near 
southerly as we could until the light went out, then 
went about and sailed on the other tack while it shone 
out again, came under the high light, slipped clear of 
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it and again faded and went out, whereupon we tacked 
once more. This we repeated continually, creeping 
slowly nearer all the time, growing colder and colder as 
the night wore on. Towards morning a little steamer 
passed us and anchored far ahead, close by the harbour. 
Soon after that we could see the electric lights on the 
quays, a light or two up in the sleeping town, and the 
riding lights of the men-of-war in the western corner of 
the bay. We had long lost the muffled moon, and began 
to rejoice in our slow speed, which promised to bring 
us, as indeed it did, among the crowd of anchored 
schooners and other small vessels in the roads just as 
the sky was lightening in the east. 

Dimly ahead of us we could see the pale hulls of 
ships, and already over to the east the dark sky seemed 
to blench. And then, as it were quite suddenly, there 
was more light, and we saw, as if at a signal, the sails of 
a schooner coming out of harbour, followed by another 
and another of the ships that had been waiting for the 
dawn. We passed the little steamer lying at anchor, 
tacked through the ships in the roads, cross'ng and 
recrossing the paths of the outgoing schooners, and 
came to the harbour mouth when in the blue mist of 
early morning the red and green lights on either side of 
the entrance glittered more like butterflies than lamps. 
They went out just as we turned in, took off our stay- 
sail and rounded up to one of the buoys off the Yacht 
Club mole. We tied the damp sails till we could dry 

106 


BEMVsSINGEORS* TO REVAL 


them in the sun, and while the Ancient cleared up on 
deck, I went below and, with fingers so cold that I 
could hardly strike a match, lit the Primus and boiled 
water. With that we drank the last of our English rum, 
and now, suddenly, too tired to talk, dropped each on 
his bunk and slept. 
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SEPTEMBER 5TH, 6.20 a.m. Barometer 30-25. We 
wasted a day in getting provisions and taking on board 
the fine new gratings for the seats of the steering-well 
and the new iron horse for the mainsheet, which we 
stowed in the forecastle for use next year, as its mass of 
iron would have played all sorts of tricks with our 
newly adjusted compass. The wind that would have 
served us so well, had we been able to start before, had 
died away, and was replaced early this morning by a 
slight breath from the 8.E., with which we drifted out 
of harbour on a clear morning while the smoke of the 
Reval chimneys was of divided opinions as to what 
wind was blowing or whether any wind was blowing at 
all. We, however, had made up our minds that the 
wind was S.E., and set the balloon jib as a spinnaker, 
and were happy to find that it agreed with us and drew. 
By nine o’clock we had brought Karlo Island due W. 
An hour later we had cleared it and were steering to 
pass close by Surop, the balloon now set as a staysail. 

Changes of sails were always a delight to the Ancient 
Mariner, who, tenderly handling our little tablecloths 
and pocket-handkerchiefs, remembered sail-shifting in 
the famous ships of long ago. 

‘My best sailing,’ he would say, looking critically at 
our balloon, ‘was in the Demooply (Thermopylae). 
There was she and the Kutuzak (Cutty Sark), and I was 
in the Demooply. In those days there was racing 
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between those ships, and not a man in any ship but 
would have his bet on one or other, if it was only a 
pound of tobacco. Double crews they had, and when 
I first sailed with the Demooply I thought officers and 
men were all mad. We never left those ships alone. 
We were shifting one sail or another sail for every little 
change of wind. Double crews, but none too many for 
the work, and before I had been on board a week, I 
was as mad as all the rest. There was real sailing done 
in those days.’ 

To-day, however, no ingenuities in setting canvas 
would have been of any use to us. There ensued a 
period of absolute calm, accompanied by a psycholo- 
gical storm, for the Cook demanded that the motor 
should be used. The Ancient and I have never been 
shipmates with a motor before, and we do not like 
them, trust them or understand them. After long 
opposition, and trying to prove that we were really 
moving, although the water was like glass, we did at 
last try to wind it up, and found that it would not go; 
whereupon the Cook asked that it should be thrown 
overboard, and was not pacified on being told that it 
was valuable as ballast. However, when a breath of 
wind came diffidently down to us from the N. and we 
got steerage way again, she relented and gave us 
luncheon on deck. At 3.30 we had Surop Lighthouse 
abeam, and saw a flight of twenty-one duck just off the 
point. At four we passed the new Surop blinking-buoy, 
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and saw the four-masted German schooner which! had 
followed us out of Reval, away to N. of us by Nargon, 
with all staysails and spanker set, a fine sight, but too 
far away for the camera. By six o’clock we were just 
moving through the water N. of Fall, and it was already 
clear that the spell which lies on me when going west- 
ward along this strip of coast was not to be broken. 

Every time I have sailed from Reval to Lahepe Bay 
or to Baltic Port, I have been becalmed off Surop and 
spent the night drifting between there and Pakerort. 
I have spent as many as thirty hours on this passage 
of a score of sea-miles, and I face it always with desper- 
ate resignation. This was to be my record quick 
passage. Racundra easily beat both Slug and Kittiwake, 
for she, first of my ships, covered those magic score of 
miles in under the twenty-four hours. The spell is not 
laid on that passage going the other way, but you will 
remember that it was precisely between Pakerort and 
Surop that we had to spend that wild night after our 
futile attempt to beat into Baltic Port with a broken 
wing. 

This night was to be the completest contrast to that 
night of storm. In scarcely rippled water, across broad 
patches smooth as oil, we crept slowly towards Pakerort. 
There was a fiery sunset over the sea to the N.W., 
against which the sails of the little fishing-boats on the 
bank off the promontory were as if picked out with a 
fine brush and Indian ink. We saw, through the bino- 
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culars, the little fleet scatter as the twilight fell. Some 
made off beyond the point, and three, under sails and 
oars, slipped homewards into Lahepe Bay on the nearer 
side of Pakerort. Black silhouettes against that fiery 
sky, they turned suddenly into pale blots moving 
against the darker mass of the cliff. And then the cliff 
itseli faded, and the lighthouse above it shone out, and 
there were stars and a wind that you could feel on the 
back of your hand, but would not blow a match flame 
crooked. ‘The Cook, extremely angry with the motor, 
and with us for our philosophic, indeed almost relieved, 
acceptance of the fact that the smelly little creature 
would not work, went to bed. The Ancient and I 
smoked together in the steering-well, after lighting our 
sidelights which on this calm bright night burned 
magnificently. We rounded Pakerort and then were 
met by a very slight breath from the S.E., against which 
we beat slowly into Roogowik. 

At anchor, off the harbour, was a ship of the Es- 
thonian Navy. Signal lights were chattering between 
her and the harbour. Small boats with lanterns passed 
to and fro. The faint wind brought us the noise of 
music on board. And then, as we came nearer, some 
one on board must have noticed us, and we were 
presently drenched with the blinding cold glare of a 
searchlight. ‘They think we’re another little ship-of- 
war,’ said the Ancient, ‘and they’re afraid we’re going 
to ram them.’ If not, it was with very bad manners that 
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they kept us in such a glare that we could hardly see 
what we were doing and could not see the tiny light of 
Baltic Port. At last, however, they tired of this, and 
when we had recovered our eyesight, we found the 
little red light of the harbour, stood on the port tack 
till it had turned to green, then, keeping it so, 
tacked towards it and, at 1.30 a.m., rounded into the 
harbour. 

We found not the comfortable harbour I had known 
before, but one of, temporarily, half that size. Two big 
schooners were lying berthed side by side against the 
outer mole, and we had to tie up to the new tarred 
quay which walled off the anchorage, now dry land, 
where, with other happy little boats, Kittzwake had her 
moorings last year. We were glad of the new fenders 
from Helsingfors, and, getting ourselves pretty black, 
managed to keep Racundra clean. We tied up fore and 
aft, had a tot of hot but inferior rum, and went to bed. 


1I2 


OLD BALYEPC PORT AND NEW 
* 


I rirst found Baltic Port in Kittiwake, and having 
found it, made it our headquarters for a happy summer 
of minor exploration. I had heard of it as the Russian 
Naval Port, and imagined it a kind of Sheerness, busy 
with motor-launches, steam-pinnaces and other forms 
of naval activity. I found it a sleepy little old-time 
harbour, made by moles from the shore enclosing a 
square basin, the shore being left as it always had been, 
so that the fishing-boats used to beach themselves upon 
it at full speed, a man jumping on the thwart and 
swinging backward from the shrouds to save the mast 
at the moment of grounding, when they often ran a 
boat half out of the water. The day Kzttiwake strug- 
gled in, there was a British steamship, a Wilson boat, 
the Cato, in the harbour, and though she is a small ship, 
she left very little room for anything else. I think the 
Cato called twice that summer, but all the rest of the 
traffic there was made up of local schooners, and the 
harbour-master had little else to do but to sail a smart 
little skiff to the bank off Pakerort for fishing, or across 
te Roogé, or round between the islands to see how fast 
she could do it. There was never any hurry in Baltic 
Port, and there seemed to be a lot of holidays. On one 
of them I watched the crew of the Cato beaten at foot- 
ball by a local team. Eleven played on each side, but 
the Cato’s crew had no spare men, whereas every man 
in the Port was waiting round the field to take his turn 
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in the local team, and as one tired another took his place. 
On another the Cato lowered away a lifeboat, and we 
went off to the fishing grounds under a standing lug. At 
one side of the harbour was a low stage beside which a 
grey Government launch was moored, end to end witha 
converted fishing-boat, partly tarred and partly painted 
blue, in which, on Sundays, stray visitors were trans- 
ported to the Roogé islands and back. Once a week the 
three or four lads on the Government launch took her 
out to sea on mysterious business. But for the most 
part they lay half naked on the stones on the far side 
of the mole or had splashing matches with each other. 

The little town had much the same character. Small 
boys played gorodki (a very exciting Russian form of 
skittles) on the broad streets that were nearly all grass. 
Cattle grazed there. I met three sheep coming out of 
church with the sedate manner of respectable parish- 
ioners. I watched a hare playing by the railway station, 
where a large part of the population used to meet in the 
evenings to see the train come in from Reval. There 
was a post office, and I think three or perhaps even 
four shops. There was also a fire brigade, who played 
various instruments and now and again stirred the 
whole town by giving a concert. Some young women 
visitors tried to organize a flag-day there, but it was a 
failure; though everybody in the town was very much 
interésted and asked them how much they got. There 
could not be a pleasanter little place. 
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But with growing traffic in the Baltic, such quiet 
could hardly continue in a port which in all but the 
most exceptional winters is free from ice. There are 
fifteen fathoms of water between the mainland and 
Roogé, and the water is deep almost to the shores. 
Long after the way into Reval is blocked with ice, ships 
can come freely into Roogowik and into Baltic Port 
itself. Peter the Great and Catherine after him realized 
what could be done with such natural advantages, and 
relics of their work show what Baltic Port may yet 
become. Just north of the harbour is the old fort, 
carved out of the cliff itself, with deep moats which 
must once have been sunk to sea-level, or very near it. 
There are the old bastions, cunningly laid out as in 
Peter’s project, the old gun-positions, with sheer cliff 
below them on the side facing the bay, and on all other 
sides cliffs also, invisible from a yard or two away, 
made by cutting the moat down from the high land -a 
moat a hundred yards across, winding this way and 
that all round the fort, with perpendicular sides of solid 
rock. The work was done with convict labour and the 
labour of prisoners of war, and all this stuff cut out of 
the rock was tipped into the sea to make the mole that 
he had planned to stretch across the bay and to turn it 
into the finest enclosed harbour in the Baltic. I have 
seen old pictures of the work in progress, the masons 
busy in boats about their business. Yard by yard the 
mole was pushed out to sea, and from Roogé island 
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over on the other side, where you can still see that 
the natural line of the coast is broken, they began 
building another fort and a second mole to meet the 
first. On that side they did not get so far, but on 
this the spar-buoy north-west of the harbour marks 
the end not of a natural reef but of Peter’s artifi- 
cial causeway and breakwater, which, unfinished as 
it is, serves to protect the stretch of beach always 
covered with fishing-boats and drying nets between the 
fort and the harbour. When I was there there were 
wild roses growing in the fort. Columbines and 
Canterbury bells were growing in the moat, and, lying 
up there on the top of the old gun-positions, I used 
to spend hot afternoons looking out to sea, thinking of 
Peter and his passion for ships, and eating the wild 
strawberries. 

On the shingle below the fort, where the women sit, 
with their children, fastening small flat stones as 
sinkers to the bottoms of the nets, I saw a German 
mine being put to a purpose precisely opposite to that 
for which it was intended. The fishermen were build- 
ing a new boat. Her keel was laid and they were putting 
on the planking. They were busy steaming the planks, 
and their boiler was a German mine, emptied of its 
explosives and neatly fixed over a small furnace of 
stones from the beach. How they had managed to get 
the explosives out I do not know, but here was the 
mine with a good fire under it, boiling away like a 
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domestic kettle, and being used for making boats 
instead of for their destruction. 
My chief friends in Baltic Port in those days were 


the harbourmaster and his wife, who fed me with _ 
coffee that day when I first came in there, so tired that ~~ 


I fell asleep with my head on the table before ever I 
could put the coffee to my lips. With him I used to 
sail in his little skiff, which he could steer by merely 
shifting his own huge weight forward or aft. With her 
I used to remember my own North country, where also 
the good wives will tell you what a fool you be at the 
very moment when they are drying your boots and 
mixing you a hot grog to save you from the cold that 
you have earned. I met her one day going to Reval 
with great bundles of lilac blossom under her arm for a 
friend in town, and on her head, instead of the pretty 
green shawl she wore at home, a hat with an enormous 
white ostrich feather, exactly in the front of it, waving 
like a helmet plume. She had had this feather for 
nineteen years, she said, had never washed it, had never 
gone into Reval without it, and yet it was still as white 
as when it was new. It had survived many hats. Nine- 
teen years before, her husband, a saiior then, came 
back from a voyage. She had forgotten where he had 
been, but no matter; he came back in a hard winter, 
when even Baltic Port was frozen in, and he left his 
ship stuck in the ice and came home to her to Pakerort 
Lighthouse on Christmas Eve, across the frozen seas, 
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with two ostrich feathers, this and another, between his 
shirt and his skin, so escaping the Customs officers. 
‘And were you pleased with him?’ I asked, and was 
delighted by her reply. ‘Pleased with hora said she. 
‘Why, I gave him a proper talking to straight away for 
being such a fool as to bring two white ostrich feathers. 
If he’d had but a ha’porth of sense he’d have brought 
one white one and one black.’ 

What with talks with the harbourmaster and his 
wife, whose roughness of tongue was only a defence for 
the softness of her kind heart, with the lighthouse- 
keeper from Odensholm, who used to sail in now and 
again in a little half-decked sloop, and with the skippers 
and crews of the little sailing vessels which, but for the 
Cato, made all the traffic of the harbour; what with days 
fishing on the river six miles away, whither I took 
Kittiwake’s dinghy on a country cart, and days in wind 
and sunshine on Peter’s fort and the cliff by Pakerort, I 
liked Baltic Port well at all times, but perhaps best of 
all in the evenings, after sundown, when we used to sit 
on Kittiwake’s green cabin roof, there being no other 
dry place after the swilling of the decks. The old 
watchman would carefully lay his long pipe on the 
bench outside his wooden hut, and wander slowly 
round the harbour to climb the rickety iron ladder and 
light the light at the harbour mouth. When we were 
there, in May and June, it was never really dark. A 
guitar would tune up in one of the schooners, an 
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accordion in another. Most of the little ships carried 
family parties, skipper, wife and little skipperlets, and 
there would be dancing on the decks, while the local 
beauties would lie back in the stern-sheets of the 
dinghy belonging to the Government launch and be 
rowed about by the sailors. And, just at this time, 
cutter or schooner would warp to the harbour mouth, 
and, with the glow of the evening sky on her sails, slip, 
silently away to make the most of the land breeze that 
comes with the setting of the sun. 

Now all is changed. There, where Kittiwake lay to 
her anchor, is now the new quay, on which they say: 
there is to be a railway and a crane. Things may be 
better when the works in progress are finished, for new: 
moles are to be built and the harbour will be twice the 
size. ‘Things will be better for the big ships busy on the 
Russian trade, but I doubt if they will be better for us. 
The harbour-master is too busy to sail his little skiff. 
The few shops have already multiplied to a dozen or. 
more, and whereas, in the old days, the harbour- 
master’s wife was only sometimes willing to give 
lodging to those whom she counted her friends, there 
is now a regular hotel, the rooms of which are full of 
busy, serious people, interested in the new activity of 
the port. Big steamers with steel cables will soon leave 
no room for the schooners, and little ships like Racun- 
dra and Kittiwake will never again find Baltic Port the 
delightful lazy anchorage that it was a year ago. 
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WE did not call at Roogé in Racundra, for we were 
hurrying to get southwards to the places we had not 
yet visited. But the year before, in Kztitwake, we had 
sailed round between the two islands, and had landed 
at the jetty that you can see from the quay at Baltic 
Port and walked all over Little Roog6. The inhabitants 
of these islands, men, women and even pigs, are 
patriotic Swedes. When I first rounded up there, three 
aged men and a pig strolled out on the jetty to inspect 
us, and began at once by asking me if I spoke Swedish. 
I told them in Swedish that I did not, or only very 
little, but they were persuaded that I was only teasing 
them, and when at last they were convinced they lost 
all interest and strolled disappointed away. The pig 
remained on guard, and when I landed, resented my 
presence, worrying round me like a good house-dog. 
I am sure that if I had been a Swede he would have 
wagged his tail and licked my hand. 

A day or two later, however, Leslie joined us from 
Reval, and we crossed to the island again. He had 
lived in Christiania and Copenhagen and was sure of 
being able to make himself understood. A man on the 
jetty who had watched us sailing over had disappeared 
by the time we arrived. I suppose he was one of those 
whom I had disappointed by not being a Swede. But 
Leslie went boldly up past the little windmill to the first 
of the wooden cottages to buy eggs. He returned dis- 
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comfited with the news that this cottage was inhabited 
2xclusively by widows who did not keep hens. I had 
gone farther and found another cottage, outside which 
some sort of Sunday parliament was in progress, half 
a dozen men and two or three women sitting on logs 
and stools, the men smoking long pipes. Spurred by 
competition as a linguist with Leslie, I shouted out 
boldly, ‘Har ni naugra egg?’ with electrical effect. A 
woman with a white shawl over her head leapt up and 
disappeared on the run towards some outhouses. The 
gathering broke up. Every one slipped away and 
ostentatiously busied himself or herself with something 
or other, and when Leslie and the Cook came up they 
refused to believe that I had done anything but terrify 
the population. Gradually the men and women, having 
as it were put themselves in the right by being found busy, 
deserted their imaginary occupations and came half- 
heartedly towards us. In the background I could see the 
fleet runner in the white shawl and green petticoat dart- 
ing from outhouse to outhouse with a basket. ‘An old 
humpbacked witch, certainly not over four and a half feet 
high, with a bright maroon shirt hanging loose outside 
her petticoat, hobbled from a cottage to stare at us from 
afar, and presently the egg-gatherer, shielded by a group 
of friends, drifted towards the gate where we stood. 

The same questions were asked that had been put to 
me on my first coming by the old men on the jetty. 
Were we Swedish? Where had we come from? How 
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long had we been in Baltic Port? My Swedish, having 
obtained eggs, faded away behind Leslie’s Scandi- 
navian fluency. We bought butter, but had no paper to 
put it in. The old man who sold it us said at once that 
we could take their saucer and bring it back in the 
evening when we had done with it — a remarkable proof 
of the honesty of the islanders and their consequent 
belief in the honesty of others. In Russia such a loan 
would have been unthinkable. On the mainland here, 
the canny lender would have asked for a deposit of at 
least twice the value of the saucer. Wesettled the matter 
by putting the butter in the biggest of our tin mugs. 

We walked out of this village of Storaby together 
with three mottled cows, driven by a woman with a 
handkerchief on her head of red, orange and white, a 
deep rich green skirt and a bodice of bright purple, 
flaming like a tulip. As we walked we were joined by 
other women and other cows, until at last there was a 
considerable herd, driven by four women with long 
‘sticks over an open space of moorland, green grass and 
‘swamp, with grey rocks showing through the turf. 
Fields on either hand were enclosed with stone walls 
built without mortar, like our walls in Lancashire and 
Westmorland, but lower, because the stones are round, 
sea-worn boulders and harder to fit together than the 
flat slates at home. Presently we broke away from our 
companions and made for the woods to get out of the 
wind and find a place for dinner. The woods were 
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even wetter than the open country, carpeted with moss. 
that squelched under the feet. They were not the 
pinewoods of the mainland, but birchwoods, and under 
their silver stems, wherever the ground was not a 
morass, were lilies of the valley. Near the far edge of the 
woods we stopped and cooked our dinner under the 
shadow of a great rock on a good fire of birch, which is 
the best of all trees for the heat that is in it. Climbing 
to the top of the rock and standing upon it, I could just 
see the glint of water, and beyond it the dark woods of 
the other or Greater Roogo. 

After dinner, a pipe and some flower-gathering, we 
went slowly out of the woods and across one stone wall 
after another until we came down on the western. 
shore of the island and found a scene of astonishing 
strange beauty. The shore, flat, with szcattered. 
boulders, seemed to slip unwillingly into the sea. The 
water, dotted with rocks, so that it looked as if one 
could walk ankle-deep from one island to the other, 
was quite smooth. And in the middle of this shining 
water, a quarter of a mile away, was a green islet, with 
a little wood at its southern end, and behind this wood, 
her bows and tilted bowsprit showing and her tall masts. 
heeling over above the trees, was a black, two-masted 
sailing-ship, aground. Beyond were the bluer waters of 
the bay, ruffled with wind; beyond them again the 
wooded shore of the mainland. It might have been the 
opening scene of a boy’s story of a pirate island. Nor 
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did the scene lose any of its romantic character as we 
came nearer and saw the black tarred ship reflected in 
shallow water, through which the grass rose, disturbing 
her image, while at her stern a ladder was set with its 
foot resting on the green meadow. How she got there 
I could not say, nor how she proposed to depart thence. 
The waters of the Baltic deepen along these shores, 
when the wind is from the N. and W., but IJ did not 
think that they could rise so high as to float this vessel, 
which, undamaged, her anchor out as if in deep water, 
her masts and rigging intact and fretting the sky, 
seemed by the ladder, with a gesture of renunciation, to 
have given up the sea for good and made the land her 
resting-place for ever. 

We walked on southwards along the shore, looking at 
the windmills, which are many and small, like large 
dovecots, to the village of Lillaby, which, though 
called the lesser, is really the larger of the two on the 
island. It is a fishing village, and on the shore close by 
are many little artificial harbours, each big enough for 
one or at most two small open boats. At the head of 
each of these little shallow landing-places is a shed, 
hung with the nets and other instruments. There were 
long nets on hoops, with wide wings opening from their 
mouths, for the catching of pike, and the usual very 
fine nets, like gossamer, some of them stained a faint 
blue, for catching the little silver Rillos which, salted or 
preserved in oil, are a staple of Esthonian diet. Then 
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there were the buoys for the nets~— wooden buoys, 
each one carved so that its owner would know it; buoys 
shaped like dumb-bells, balls, crosses, with flags and 
without flags, lettered and unlettered. 

The village itself is a group of little wooden cottages, 
painted for the most part yellow, with a few blue ones 
among them, each one set higgledy-piggledy in a little 
bit of ground with apple-trees, which just then were 
in full bloom. It seemed at first deserted, but as we 
turned up towards it from the edge of the sea we saw 
two old men leaning on a gate in conversation. Both of 
these men, and a younger man who joined them later, 
were dressed like sailors, in blue striped jerseys under 
their coats. Leslie, as Scandinavian scholar, was 
thrust forward as spokesman, and had a great success, 
fully making up for my first failure on the quay at 
Storaby. It seemed that news of our arrival had 
already crossed the island. They knew that we were 
English, and the elder of the two, evidently the philo- 
sopher of the place, told us that it was no wonder we 
could make ourselves understood, since Swedish, 
Danish, Norwegian, German and English were all from 
the same stem and were the five great languages of the 
world. Politely trying to make us feel at home and 
among friends, he asked how we were getting on with 
our coal strike and wanted us to tell him about Ireland, 
which he confounded with Courland, though when Leslie 
said that the Courlanders were now independent and 
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called their country Latvia, he at once explained that he 
meant a country somewhere that belonged to England. 

The inhabitants of Lillaby are very timorous of 
strangers. Besides the three fishermen, we could not 
get speech of a soul, though we saw several peeping at 
us through cottage windows as we passed on through a 
seemingly deserted village. We wanted water, and saw 
a girl in an orchard by a pump, so the Cook went in there 
to ask leave to draw some for herself, but the girl rose and 
fled silent into the cottage, and the Cook filled her can 
at the pump and came away. Afterwards we saw the 
girl’s head, looking after us round a corner of the wall. 

We did, however, have one other interview, but that 
was with a pig. We had come on the nearest thing to a 
street to be found on the island — low stone walls, with 
a mud lane between them, and barns and painted 
cottages on either side. I wanted to photograph it, but 
wanted something in the foreground, and since there 
were no inhabitants, and I remembered that rather 
hostile pig I had met on my first landing, said aloud, ‘If 
only there were a pig.’ At that moment we turned the 
corner of a barn, and there in the very middle of the 
lane lay a pig indeed. It was such a pig as that described 
in a novel of the Goncourts’, which slept a sleep that 
could only be due to a heart of gold and a stomach of 
iron. It lay on the edge of a shadow, in the muddiest 
bit of road, its forepaws idly crossed, like the hands of a 
gentlewoman resting from her knitting. She (for it was 
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a feminine pig) raised her head and grunted at us. The 
ice was broken. I approached her with affectionate 
words, camera in hand, begging her to move a yard, no 
more, into the sunshine. She understood me perfectly, 
moved into the sunshine, and took up one pose after 
another which shé judged characteristic of her tempera- 
ment. I asked her to snuffle in the mud and she snuffled 
in the mud. I took off my hat to the pig and thanked 
her, and she, after showing that she was not to be out- 
done by her owners in kindness to those who could 
talk Swedish to the inhabitants of Roogé (for I feel sure 
that if it had not been for Leslie’s conversational 
successes she would have treated me in the manner of 
her brother of Storaby), returned sedately to her place, 
judged the lengthening shadows, chose the dampest 
spot that had recently been warmed by the sun, and 
resumed her calm and contemplative attitude of bene- 
volent repose. Unfortunately, every one of the photo- 
graphs was a failure. 

We met no one eise on the island, and came out from 
the village on wide open grassland, and over that to the 
woods, where we gathered lilies of the valley, made fire 
on a stone, and tea, which we drank squatting on our 
heels, which squelched beneath us in the marsh, while 
a woodpecker shrieked and jeered in the birch-trees 
overhead. Then, as evening fell, we hurried back to 
Kittiwake, made sail again, and returned to our anchor- 
age in Baltic Port. . 
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SaILinc from Baltic Port, one of a crew of four in 
another man’s ship, I came to the far end of the Dago- 
rort Peninsula, and there had an experience which I 
cannot refrain from putting in this book, so full it was 
of the romance of those rarely visited waters. 

* 

We had anchored half a mile from the shore off the 
place that is called Ermuiste, which means ‘the terrible,’ 
for it is a place of many wrecks, a rocky point open to 
the widest sweep of the winds across the Baltic Sea. 
We had not dared to go nearer, and I was glad we had 
not, for, as I rowed ashore in the little boat, I passed 
many rocks awash and saw others a foot or two under 
water. There were dark purple clouds rising over the 
sea to the N.W., wind was coming, and we were 
impatient to be off again, to find shelter, or at least to 
put some miles of sea between us and that notorious 
coast. But there was still sunlight on the rocky shore 
and on the dark pinewoods that ran down almost to the 
water’s edge and on the little wooden pierhead, un- 
marked on the chart, which, seen through binoculars, 
had tempted us to run in and look for information and 
supplies. Beyond the pierhead was a little stretch of 
beach where I meant to land. But, looking over my 
shoulder as I pulled in, bobbing over the waves in my 
little boat, I could see none of the things that a pierhead 
usually promises. There was no watchman’s hut on the 
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pier, no smoke above the trees, no cottages, no loafers, 
no fishermen, no sign of any kind of life. And then, 
coming nearer, I saw that the pier was in ruins. Much 
of its planking had gone, great beams were leaning 
perilously over from it, and here and there masses of it 
had actually fallen into the water. I wished to waste no 
time, and was on the point of turning and pulling back 
to the ship, when I saw something else more promising 
than the pier. Just within the forest that stretched 
down to the beach, almost hidden by the tall pines, was 
the great golden body of an unfinished ship. Where a 
ship was building, there, surely, must be men, and I 
rowed in confidently past the ruined pier, slipped off 
my shoes, rolled up my trousers and, jumping over- 
board, pulled the little boat through shallow water and 
up on a narrow strip of small pebbles. 

Then, walking up into the shadow of the trees, I 
came to the ship, the upper part of which, far above my 
head, was glowing in the splashes of sunshine that came 
through the tops of the pines which brushed the sides 
of the ship as they waved in the gathering wind. There 
was not a man to be seen, or a hut for men, nor was 
there sound of hammers or any of the usual accom- 
paniments of shipbuilding. But for the ruined pier and 
that golden hull in the shadows among those tall trees, 
the coast might have been that of an undiscovered 
island. And then I began to notice one or two things 
about the ship herself which seemed a little odd. She 
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was a very large ship to be building on that bit of coast, 
where there is no real harbour and the most ambitious 
launches are those of the twenty-foot fishing-boats 
which a man builds during the winter to earn his living 
in the summer months. She seemed even larger than 
she was, as ships do on land, shut in there among the 
trees that pressed about her as if they had grown up 
round her. And her lines were not those of a new ship. 
There was something a little old fashioned about 
them, as though she were an unfinished masterpiece of 
an older period. A few schooners of her type survive 
to-day among those ‘laibas’ that carry timber and 
potatoes round the Esthonian coast, and they outsail 
those modern ships in which an obstreperous motor, 
tucked away in the stern, makes up for the want of the 
love and thought that went into the lines of the older 
vessels. And then I saw that I was wrong in thinking 
that she had been newly planked. The upper planking 
was new, certainly, ruddy gold where the sun caught it, 
but lower down her hull was weathered. Only the top- 
most planks had been freshly put on, and as the eye 
descended from them it passed imperceptibly from a 
new to an old piece of shipbuilding. The keel, laid on 
great stones, was joined to them by moss. There was 
lichen upon it, and on the foot of the stern-post was a 
large bright cluster of scarlet toadstools. 

Just then I found a narrow, lightly worn track run- 
ning from the ship farther into the forest. I walked 
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along it, and only a few score yards away, but quite 
invisible from the shore, I came out of the silence and 
the trees into a small clearing and a loud noise of grass- 
hoppers. There was a tiny hayfield, not bigger than a 
small suburban garden, a cornfield, perhaps three times 
the size, and an old log cabin with a deep thatched 
roof, an outhouse or two, a dovecot and pigeons flutter- 
ing about it. 

The pigeons fluttered and murmured, but no dog 
barked and no one answered when I knocked at the low 
door of the hut. I knocked again, and then, doubtfully, 
tried the wooden latch, opened it and walked in. A 
very little light came through the small windows, 
heavily overhung by the deep thatch. The hut was 
divided into two rooms. In the first were a couple of 
spinning-wheels, one very old, black with age, the other 
quite new, a precise copy of it, the two contrasting like 
the upper planking and the keel of that still unfinished 
ship. There was also a narrow wooden bed, a great oak 
chest and a wooden stool, all made as if to last for ever. 
A few very clean cooking-things were on the stove, and 
fishing-lines and nets were hanging from wooden pegs 
on the walls. The second room held no furniture but a 
bench and a big handloom for weaving. There was 
some grand strong canvas being made upon it, and, as 
I looked at it, I guessed suddenly that here were being 
made the sails for the ship. 

Without knowing why, I hurried out of the cabin 
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into the sunshine. Leaning on the gate into the corn- 
field, as if he had been there all the time, an old man 
stood watching me. He had steel-grey curly hair and 
very dark-blue eyes. The skin of his face was clear 
walnut. He might have been any age from fifty to a 
hundred. His clothes were of some strong homespun 
cloth, probably made on the loom where he was making 
the sails. The shoes on his bare brown feet were of 
woven string with soles of thick rope. With his arrival 
the whole place seemed to have sprung to life. He was 
accompanied by three sheep, and two pigs snufHled in 
the ground close by. A dog, impassive as his master, 
lay beside the gate, half opening his eyes, as if he had 
been waked from sleep. 

Somehow I could make no apology for having gone 
into his cottage. I asked him where to land eastwards 
along the coast and for the nearest anchorage sheltered 
from the north-west. He told me what I wanted 
gravely, and with a curious air of taking his words one 
by one out of a lumber-room and dusting them before 
use. I tried to get eggs and butter from him, but he 
said he had no eggs and never made more butter than 
he needed. I should get some from the forester at Palli 
or at Luidja, near the anchorage. I asked him about 
the pier. Once upon a time there had been people here 
and timber traffic? 

‘Yes, but that was a long time ago, and the people 
have all gone away.’ 
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“Was it then that you began building the ship?’ 

“Yes; that was when I began building the ship.’ 

His dark-blue eyes, watching me, but indifferent as 
the sea itself, invited no more questions. I turned back 
by the path under the great ship so many times larger 
than his cottage, and found myself oddly hurried as I 
pushed our little boat into the water and rowed away. 
I could just catch the sunlight splashes on the body of 
the ship among the trees. Would she ever be finished? 
And what then? What had he planned as he worked at 
her year after year? Would he die before his dream 
came true, or before he knew that the dreaming was the 
better part of it? 

But the sunlight faded and the wind had freshened, 
and for a time I thought no more about him, for we had 
enough to do with our own ship. 
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SEPTEMBER 7TH. Barometer 30:25. Windatdawn,5.W. 
slight. We sailed at 7 a.m. without incident, except that 
in pushing our way out along the eastern quay the 
sharp point of our long boathook (a Dvina lumber- 
man’s pole with a really sharp spike on the end, used for 
handling floating logs) stuck fast in the wooden piles 
and the pole remained quivering there, like the Trojan’s 
spear in the wooden sides of that barrack of a horse, 
until it was extracted by a good fellow who climbed 
down for it and brought it round to the narrow harbour 
mouth and gave it back to us as we rounded the pier- 
head. We then had a fair wind out of the bight into 
which we had so laboriously tacked the night before 
last. It was a fair wind, but a very light one. It shifted 
to the S., and at 8.20 we were at the mouth of the bay 
on a line between the point of East Roogé and Pakerort. 

We bore up to pass as near as might be West Roogé 
Point, where the English charts are right in marking ‘a 
conspicuous tree.’ The tree is a very little one, but it 
is the only one on that desolate promontory; no, not 
quite the only one, for, as we came nearer, we saw that 
its successor was already being prepared. A little tree, 
exactly like the first, is growing close .o it, so that when 
the old one dies or is blown away, another shall be con- 
spicuous in its stead. The tree is dead; long live the 
tree! — and the charts shall need no correction. Would 
that similar precautions had been taken in other places! 
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It was a glorious morning of brilliant sunshine, but 
the wind grew less and less, and what there was was 
shifting against us. At 9.45 we were off West Roogé 
spar-buoy, close by the wind and heading W.S.W. and 
3 W. At eleven we were still between West Roogé and 
Grasgrund, but Were now on the starboard tack and 
heading S.W. and 4 W., the wind having shifted 
northerly. The rock of Grasgrund, which had been 
visible on our way eastwards, was now not alone, and 
a considerable island had appeared above water. A 
fishing-boat had tied up to this amphibious place and a 
couple of lads were sunning themselves on ground far 
out at sea which is almost always a foot or two under 
water. Far inshore, behind Roogé Island, we sighted a 
cutter which had probably spent the night by the little 
village of Wichterpal, now slowly working westwards 
like ourselves. We held her all day. 

At noon the wind increased a little, coming from 
W.N.W. We set the mizen staysail and tried to pretend 
to ourselves that we were moving quite fast. We were 
able to keep more or less on our course, and, as the 
afternoon wore on, Odensholm from being a row of 
spots on the horizon became a visible definite island, 
with a lighthouse at one end and a cutter’s mast at the 
other, near by a shed or two. 

The barometer, however, was falling. We were 
bound for the Worms Nukke Channel, which is not lit, 
and we had no longer the smallest chance of getting 
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there by daylight. Once round the point of Spithamn 
we should have a long way to go for shelter. Looking S. 
towards the land we saw that the cutter which had 
sailed abeam of us from the Roogé islands was far 
inshore, clearly making for the hither side of Spithamn, 
where a schooner was already at anchor. We made up 
our minds to trust to ‘local knowledge’ and do the 
same. We altered our course, and having the wind free, 
stood straight in for the two ships, encouraged by seeing 
the cutter round up close by the schooner and lower her 
sails just as we put the helm up. We sailed in close by 
the rocky side of Spithamn and saw the six windmills 
(five according to the charts, but really six) on the little 
hill. Boats, loaded gunwale-deep in firewood, were 
coming off shore to the schooner, just as I had seen last 
year off the northern coast of Dagé, where also is no 
harbour. The schooners anchor off shore. The wood is 
carried into the water on little carts, then packed into 
boats, leaving just room for a couple of boys, who on 
reaching the ship throw the wood up log by log to the 
captain, his wife, his men and his children, who stow it 
in the hold. If the wind blows on shore, loading is 
interrupted and the schooners put to sea, returning 
when a change of wind brings smooth water. 

As we slipped along towards them, the captain of the 
cutter gave us the use of his local knowledge in the nick 
of time by waving us eastward of a shallow patch which, 
in the failing light, we had not observed immediately on 
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our bows. We were using the lead, but had no warning 
of it until the captain’s hail and wave, instantly obeyed, 
saved us by a few yards. When we had cleared the shoal 
he waved again, and five minutes afterwards we were at 
anchor beside the others. We were three — the fire- 
wood-loading schooner, big and quite new, the elderly 
cutter, about twice our own size, and the little Racun- 
dra, shielded from the W. by Spithamn Point (Spint 
Head on English charts), more or less shielded from the 
E. by the distant islands of Roogé, but open to the N. 
and N.W., with nothing but the little island of Odens- 
holm between us and the coast of Sweden, near two 
hundred miles away. Not a very good anchorage; but, 
as I reasoned, the schooner, being worse than ourselves 
in working to windward, would clear out in plenty of 
time to give us warning, and the skipper of the cutter 
would hardly be putting the covers on his sails and be 
getting ready to go ashore if he had expected anything 
very bad during the night. 

We slung the dinghy overboard with a tackle, and 
the Cook and I went ashore to see what we could of 
Spithamn before it grew too dark. An elderly man in 
grey homespuns saw us coming and walked from his 
cottage just above high-water mark down to the shingle. 
He helped us to pull up the dinghy, and fastened the 
painter to a thwart of a boat of his own that was lying 
well out of reach of the waves. Then, having in this 
manner made us his guests, he spoke to us in German, 


137 


‘RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE 


in Swedish, in Esthonian and in Russian, apologizing 
for not knowing more than a few words of English, and 
those words of the sea and unlikely for the moment to 
be of much use. He was very pleased to know so many 
languages, delighted that we could answer him a word 
or two in each of them, inquired politely in Swedish 
which language we preferred to talk, and finding that 
Russian came easiest to us, went on with our talk in 
that. He was a Swede and his name was Anders Ring- 
berg. He took the Cook into his charge and sold her 
milk, potatoes, and little very salt fish, which he swore 
had been caught the previous day and were hardly salt 
at all. For this gross error, however, he atoned by 
making her a present of some cranberries and giving me 
copies of two Swedish newspapers, issued specially for 
the Swedes of the Esthonian islands, these relicts of the 
old Swedish colonization; the Reval one a typical local 
newspaper, with its little scrap of gossip about Odens- 
holm, about Rundé, about Worms, about each one of the 
Swedish settlements, so that no one of its purchasers 
should fail to find in it something of peculiar interest to 
himself. It even recorded with proper solemnity the 
rare visits of yachts to the outlying islets. Anders Ring- 
berg was very disappointed that we could not play the 
harmonium, for he had one in his house and had made 
sure at once that we, as educated people from far coun- 
tries, would be able to do wonderful things with it. 
Hemp was growing in his garden, and he told us that 
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the men of Spithamn not only build their own boats 
(they had built the big schooner that was lying beside 
Racundra), but spun and wove the hemp, making nets, 
ropes, fishing-lines, and very stout clothes for their sea- 
going. 

I went for a walk up the little hill to see the wind- 
mills, of the same formas those on Roogé Island. From 
the hill I could see down through a gap in the pine- 
woods to the shore on the other side of the promon- 
tory, where in the trees another schooner was building. 
Here, so I learnt, there is a better anchorage, but the 
way into it is extremely dangerous for those who do not 
know the rocks. There is, of course, no detailed chart 
of the place. 

Coming down the hill again, I walked through the 
village of Spithamn, a village of stout log huts, with, as 
on Roogé, fine pigs walking about the narrow lanes, 
and everywhere fishing-nets drying. Some of the 
houses were rudely painted with ochre, but most were 
the natural colour of the weather-beaten wood, the 
ends of the logs dove-tailed across each other at the 
corners. One small hut caught my eye from a long way 
off with the word ‘York’ upon it in big white letters. 
I came near to it and found that I was looking at the 
carved name-board of a ship built into the house. 
There was the green painted scroll-work, and in the 
middle of it, carved deeply from the wood, those big 
white letters on which, no doubt, many waves had 


eh] 


‘“RACUNDPA’*S EVRST -CRUteE 


beat before the ship that carried them went ashore and 
was broken up, to the profit of the natives, on the rocks 
beyond the point. An English ship, or may be an 
American, and she must have been wrecked here a 
long time ago, as many others have been wrecked, for 
not Anders Ringberg nor anyone else could tell me 
anything about her. 

Down on the beach the men had stopped work for 
the night. The last of the boats which had been carry- 
ing firewood to the schooner came in and grounded. A 
wire rope was shackled to a ring on the waterline under 
her bows, and I lent a hand at winding her up over fir 
rollers by means of a primitive capstan deeply bedded 
in the beach. Two small men of Spithamn, aged about 
eight, I suppose, were early beginning their inevitable 
career, sailing against each other two beautiful models 
of their fathers’ broad-bowed schooners. They were 
wading in the water, and one of them brought his 
model ashore to show me. Every detail of the rigging 
was there, and the hull was built like the ships them- 
selves, decked, with a hatch amidships, a small square, 
half-sunk deckhouse aft, the wheel behind that, the 
sails broad and not high, with large topsails, two jibs 
and a staysail. 

The skipper of the cutter had made several trips to 
the shore and back with things he had brought in his 
ship. He was now unloading his little boat for the last 
time. He had brought ashore sacks of coal for the 
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winter, much other gear, and a heavy, iron-bound 
ancient trunk. He told me of the harbourage there is in 
Odensholm, and said he always left his cutter there for 
the winter, when ice makes sailing impossible. “There, 
no matter what may be, the ice can never touch her.’ 
He himself spends the winter ashore here in Spithamn. 
He asked if we were not the boat that had come to 
Reval during the gale of a fortnight before, said he had 
been sheltering in Reval at that time, and paid Racundra 
almost as many compliments as that stout little ship 
deserved. With these compliments warming my heart, 
as compliments to Racundra always do warm it, I 
made my way back along the shore to the dinghy, 
where the Cook had already arrived with her parcels. 
We rowed back through smooth water, for the wind had 
fallen altogether, so that I was glad we were not drifting 
about on the other side of the point; and after we had 
had supper and decided that Anders Ringberg ought 
not to have mistaken his fish for fish caught yesterday, 
we smoked in the cockpit and looked towards the 
village. It was nine o’clock. There was not a light to be 
seen. Every one in the place had gone to bed. The 
blinking light on Roogé showed far away, and the light 
on Odensholm, and we could just see another behind 
the trees on the point warning the ‘Yorks’ of these days 
not to come to provide name-boards for the Spithamn 
houses. Schooner and cutter were in perfect darkness, 
so Racundra ran her riding light up the forestay to 
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serve alike for herself and her big sisters, and we 
turned in and slept. 

After midnight I went on deck and found the wind 
easterly, the moon high, clouds overhead moving from 
the S., and the sea nearly calm. 
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SEPTEMBER 8TH. Barometer 30. We had a fine night at 
our Spithamn anchorage. I went.on deck two or three 
times, but those high clouds at midnight had been true 
prophets; the wind had changed to the S., Racundra 
swung with her nose to the land and at dawn the sea was 
scarcely rippled. Those six windmills on the skyline of 
the hill were now on our starboard bow, and we had a 
kindly little wind to take us out to sea again and round 
the point, after which it would be clean in our faces, for 
I had set my heart on going due S. and taking Racundra 
through the channel between Worms and the main- 
land, instead of back by the way we had come through 
the deeper, wider channel between Worms and Dagé. 
The Baltic Pilot says: ‘Hapsal [whither we were bound] 
can be approached from the northward by the channel 
between Wormsoé and Nukke Peninsula, but it is so 
narrow and winding that the navigation is difficult even 
with local knowledge, assisted by the buoys.’ There is 
no need to explain to any yachtsman the passionate 
desire of every one on board to take Racundra through 
that way. I had had the chart on the wall of my room 
all winter, and was sure that, given a fair wind, there 
would be no difficulty about it. So we decided to make 
no change of plan, but to beat S., get into the shelter of 
the land as near the channel as we could, and, if the 
wind should change, why, then rejoice and run through 
to Hapsal. 
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The wind did not change, and blew from the S., 
shifting in its most annoying manner, so that every 
time we went about we found ourselves pointing noth- 
ing like so well as we had hoped. We spent twelve 
tedious hours in making the dozen miles between 
Spithamn and the entrance to the channel, sailing, of 
course, a very much greater distance as we zigzagged 
against that fitful wind. As soon as we rounded Spit- 
hamn at about half-past seven in the morning we met 
three schooners racing northwards neck and neck; and 
after that throughout the day a long procession of 
sailing vessels with their booms wide out, schooners 
goose-winged, came rejoicing from the S., whither we 
were painfully beating. Sturdy Worms6 schooners, a 
few clean, smartly painted Finns, cutters running home 
to Reval, others bound for Kaspervik, more than twenty 
sail we counted, and we did not begin to count until 
many had already dropped hull-down to northward of 
us. Ship after ship made a fair and unforgivable 
picture. In a sailing vessel beating against the wind, 
meeting other sailing vessels running free, you know the 
whole bitterness of the poor man picking the crumbs 
from the floor at the rich man’s feast. And looking at 
the men on board the running vessels as they idly lean 
on their railings watching your slow progress as they 
flash by, it is hard not to believe that they are feeling all 
the selfish complaisance of the rich. 

It was smooth-water sailing, and the Cook made jam 
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with the cranberries that had been Anders Ringberg’s 
conscience money in the matter of the salt fish. The 
Ancient was much interested in the jam-making, and, 
while I was steering, I could hear them in the galley 
discussing the far more valuable art of making marma- 
lade, an art that’we discovered for ourselves slowly and 
by means of accidents, as Charles Lamb’s Chinaman 
learnt the delights of roast pork through the burning of 
his house. The recipe for marmalade on Racundra is 
as follows: First buy your oranges; then eat your 
oranges, but do not throw the peel into the sea. Then 
boil the peel. Then- but here I must revert to our 
actual discovery, which was made on Kittiwake and not 
on Racundra, which is a far steadier boat. Then (in 
Kittiwake) make an inadvertent movement from one 
side of the boat to the other and upset the whole boiling 
into the bilge. Collect the orange peel from the bottom 
boards and stew once more with plenty of sugar, when 
the result will be indistinguishable from the best English 
marmalade. The important discovery, apart from the 
fact that by this process you can both eat your oranges and 
have your marmalade, was the upsetting. Until that 
event we had not known that the water of the first boiling 
should be poured off, and the final stewing done with fresh 
water, and this Jast is the whole secret of marmalade. 
Having once discovered it, we never troubled again to 
rock the boat, and can make just as good marmalade in 
Racundra as on the diminutive and unstable Kitt:wake. 
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Jam-making was in full steam when at eleven I got a 
good fix of our position, with Telness beacons in line on 
the mainland to the E. of us and Saxbiness lighthouse 
far away on the island of Worms, bearing S.W. by W. 
After that we took turns in keeping a pretty careful 
look out, for many outlying rocks and shoals explain the 
unwillingness of the Baltic Pilot to give any directions 
for this passage except the advice not to try it. By 2.45 
we were about two hundred yards from the Savinova 
spar-buoy. We went about and, with a slight change of 
wind, pointed on the starboard tack S.E. towards the 
mainland, going about again when we came near the 
rocks awash north of Telness Point. It had long been 
clear that we could not hope to get through that day, 
and I began to search the chart for a possible anchorage 
and decided to leave the fairway close to the entrance 
to the channel and to anchor between two shoals north 
of Ramsholm. Accordingly, after passing close by the 
buoys that mark the Sgibneva bank, we steered S.E., 
keeping the lead going; and at 6.30, while it was still 
light enough to see that we had a sandy bottom, let go 
in two fathoms of water, lowering our sails but not 
taking the halyards off or putting the covers on, so as to 
be able to clear out at a moment’s notice. Just as we 
had everything snug, I saw a cutter, the last of that long 
procession, coming with a fair wind from the S. out 
from between the mainland and Worms, through the 
channel I wanted to enter in the morning. With the 
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long-distance glasses I saw her pass between stakes, and 
was able to take a bearing of them and identify them on 
the chart. If need should be and the wind should come 
from the N., we should be able at least to get so far in 
the direction of shelter. 

However, the wind did not change, but rather 
strengthened from the S. We had warm jam ‘to our 
supper,’ as we say in Yorkshire, and lay very snug and 
quiet in a place rather beastly from a sailor’s point of 
view (because it gave us so little elbow-room in case of 
change of wind), but very fine to look at. Away to the 
S.W. was the wooded island of Worms. S. of us was 
the desolate point of Ramsholm, and far away east- 
ward was the low-lying mainland. As dark closed in 
upon us there was not a single light to be seen. The 
Worms Lighthouse at Saxbiness was at the other side 
of the island and hidden from us. Odensholm had sunk 
below the horizon to the N. There was no light on 
shore in cottage or farm. Racundra tasted all the isola- 
tion of Noah’s Ark, alone as the flood receded and 
showed the peaks and uplands of a depopulated earth. 
She was, however, aground upon no Ararat, but swung 
gently to her anchor in a little natural harbour, every 
mole and breakwater of which was hidden under water 
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I nap left the lead overboard as a means of telling 
whether our anchor held, and three or four times in the 
night I went on deck to have a look at the lead-line. 
Once, when the wind had shifted and we had swung a 
quarter of a circle, the line stretching far out on our 
beam gave me a bit of a fright, but I went forward and 
found I could easily hold the boat by one hand on the 
chain. I took in the lead and dropped it again, and 
satisfied myself that we were not moving, and finally 
turned in so thoroughly reassured that I slept until six 
and was very unwilling to get up even then. However, 
the wind began to make a rowdy hullabaloo overhead, 
and at half-past six I turned out sleepily to find that it 
was blowing hard from the S.E. dead against us. 

I had been told that the channel was impossible for a 
sailing vessel against the wind and that the local sailors 
never attempt it, but wait at the entrance till the wind 
will take them through, this being the reason why 
yesterday we had met such a number of sail all together. 
Still, we had made our present anchorage against this 
same wind, and I decided to try to get through, making 
up my mind beforehand that there should be no false 
squeamishness about dropping back in case we should 
find ourselves engaged on a hopeless bit of work. 

One can always find a good enough reason for doing 
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anything that one has made up one’s mind to do. In 
this case I had a perfect one, quite apart from the fact 
that we did not like staying where we were, and that the 
jam had been so good that we had eaten all the bread 
and could get no more till we should come to Hapsal. 
There was a reason pro and a reason contra — every- 
thing, in fact, that the human mind requires when it 
is putting up a pretence of being logical. The wind 
looked like continuing, but, so far as I could see 
through the long-distance glasses, there was not yet 
much current about the spar-buoys, which, however, 
were standing very high out of the water, tatters of sea- 
weed clinging to them far above the waterline showing 
their more normal depth. I was sure of two things: the 
first, that a strong current would be setting against us 
out of the Sound within a very few hours, and the 
second, that I should have to deal with depths abnor- 
mally low. The first outweighed the second, and at 
seven in the morning our anchor was up and hanging at 
our bows, ready to drop at any moment in case of need, 
and we were off warily back to the fairway, the lead 
going all the time in two fathoms of water. Then we 
beat up towards the two spar-buoys that mark the 
entrance to the passage. 

The men on a cutter whirling out of the channel with 
the wind behind them looked at us as if they thought we 
were mad and shrugged their shoulders with expres- 
sion. But, though Racundra is not good at beating as 
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compared with racing yachts, she is better against the 
wind than any of the local cutters and schooners, and, 
when we set her at it this morning, she seemed to know 
she was expected to do her best, and did it. There was a 
toughish wind, too, and that always suits her. With less 
wind we should not have tried it. At the same time, we 
left nothing to chance and took no risks of her missing 
stays, which, in this narrow way between rocks and 
sharply shoaling banks, would have meant almost 
inevitable disaster. I had sweated over the chart till I 
knew it pretty well by heart, and indeed only looked at 
it twice, and that when we were already through the 
actual channel and were out again in more or less open 
water, looking for the buoys and beacons that show the 
way into Hapsal Bay. I therefore set the Ancient at the 
tiller and went forward myself with the lead-line handy, 
though as a matter of fact there was never time to use it 
and it would have been useless, because there is no 
gradual shoaling. You are either in the channel with 
three fathoms of water or out of the channel with a 
fathom or less, or on a rock with no more than a couple 
of feet. My real business forward was to deal with the 
staysail in getting her quickly about and to con the 
little ship in without, if I could help it, communicating 
to the Ancient any of the doubts with which I was 
myself beset. 

I kept my eyes on the sticks which here serve as 
spar-buoys, on the colour of the water and on the 
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bottom, often only too visible, and shouted ‘Ready 
about’ in a tone as near as possible that in which those 
words are spoken when we are at sea and have the 
whole Baltic to make mistakes in. At first the Ancient 
was just a little bit petulant at the frequency of our 
tacks, but we touched once with the centreboard from 
hanging on an extra second, once only, and from that 
moment he was perfect and everything worked in the 
delirious, exciting manner of tight-rope- walking. He 
knew then that we really were on a tightrope, and that 
this was not an example of my ridiculous preference 
for imagining, when navigating, that Racundra has the 
draught of a big ship. We swung round as the words 
were out of my mouth; I had the staysail aback till the 
mainsail filled, and we were off again, rushing from side 
to side of the channei, making a bit every time, creeping 
up in hurried zigzags, a dozen or sc between each buoy. 
The chart that I had read so often in the winter took 
visible solid shape as we moved. There was Mere- 
holm; there those rocks awash; there the two windmills 
on Nukke; there, at last, the buoy with a ball and two 
brooms, bases apart, on the top. The brooms are not 
there, but that must be the buoy none the less. 

It is hard enough to give an idea of how things 
looked. At first, of course, there was the open sea 
behind us, and we were pushing our way in between the 
wooded island of Worms and the low, grass-patched 
and rocky mainland. The two were always a good dis- 
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tance apart, but outcrops from both of them were close 
to us either above or under water, and at times it was 
difficult to preserve one’s faith in chart knowledge and 
to sail so near those brown rocks with such a space of 
open water on the other side. How much simpler to 
sail boldly up the middle. And then, on the other tack, 
just a few score yards, often less, and there were more 
rocks under the water, or pale green shallows splashed 
with dark, and we were thankfully about again and 
scuttling back towards the brown lumps that at least 
were out of water and less secretive in their villainy. 
And yet, what a stretch of water! and round Racundra 
would go again, the wavelets foaming under her bows, 
and so on, to and fro, to and fro, each time gaining a 
little southwards against the wind, through gusts of 
which I had to yell to be heard by the Ancient at the 
tiller. 

I had enjoyed following the intricate Moon Sound 
channel from Paternoster through by the Erik Stone 
and Harry Island to the open sea, but there big ships 
could go, and we had a margin of yards and sometimes 
far more, in case we left it for a moment. Here there 
was no margin at all. We were ourselves drawing with 
centreboard down (as we had to have it down for beat- 
ing against the wind) more than most of the small 
coasters who alone use this channel. It was incredibly 
exciting, the more so that as we proceeded, and time 
went on and the wind still blew, there was visibly 
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growing current against us from the S. through the 
channel. It became a race between us and the current 
and the wind. Could we get through to the open and 
round into the bay of Hapsal before the wind had 
made the current so great that we could not hold against 
it?? Each spar-buoy left astern was a separate triumph, 
and I would hardly let myselt believe that we had left 
the worst of the channel behind us until the view 
before us had already widened, and we could see far 
into the broad Sound, where hull-down were three 
goose-winged schooners hurrying from the S. before 
the wind that for them was a friendly ally, the same 
wind that Racundra, sailing from the N., had had to 
meet and conquer. Now, after just four hours of 
frenzied beating, we were making longer tacks, keeping 
our eyes on two tall beacons on the mainland on the 
southern side of Hapsal Bay, already within the mouth 
of the inlet, and watching to bring two other beacons in 
line under Hapsal town with its church and ruined 
castle. Those two beacons, one on shore and one on a 


1{ am told by hydrographers that it is probably incorrect to 
say that the wind causes the current through these channels. 
They say that wind and current are alike caused by pressure, 
or the lack of it, elsewhere. To the simple sailormen of these 
parts, however, the fact remains that wind from the south 
brings current from the south, wind from the west brings a 
rise of water in the otherwise tideless Sound, wind from the 
east lowers the waters there, and in writing about these 
phenomena I have written as they speak. 
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bit of 2 rock almost awash, would lead us safely between 
the shallows towards the little Hapsal harbour, on the 
quay of which again are two other beacons, which, 
taken in line, help little ships through the last few 
hundred yards of their passage. We shifted from the 
line of the first pair to the line of the second, found the 
spar-buoys that supplement these land signs, and then, 
sailing E. with the wind free, fairly foamed from buoy 
to buoy until at noon we rounded up and anchored 
beside two small trading cutters about a cable’s length 
from Hapsal pierhead. 
* 

Here we lay for two nights, waiting for a fair wind, 
and used the intervening day of bright sunshine for the 
drying of bedding and mattresses and for a visit to the 
town, which is some little way from the jetty. Indeed, 
as you approach Hapsal from the sea, the jetty, with the 
tall white granary behind it, looks like an island, for the 
narrow strip of land that connects it with the town is 
flat and low. The town itself is grouped round a low 
hillock on which is a ruined castle, which has, so we 
learnt, its ghosts and its Hounds of Hell guarding 
hidden treasure, all indeed that is necessary and fitting 
for a ruin in a popular watering-place. 

The castle was the residence of the German bishops 
who, during the thirteenth century, made themselves 
the first foreign rulers of Esthonia. The revolting Ests 
tried in vain to take it in 1334. Two hundred years and 
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more after that it was taken by the Swedes. They did 
not hold it for long, for the Swedish officer command- 
ing had no money to pay his troops, and so, in those 
good old days of private initiative, pawned the castle to 
his soldiers on the understanding that, if their pay did 
not arrive by the next Midsummer’s Day, they could 
sell the castle to whom they chose, on condition that the 
buyer should be a Christian, but should not be either 
the Russian Tsar or Bishop Magnus, who had married 
a niece of Ivan the Terrible. The soldiers did not get 
their pay and did actually sell the castle for forty thou- 
sand talers to Ungern, who was acting viceroy for the 
King of Denmark. Next year the Russians took it for 
nothing and without meeting any resistance, for which 
reason the Danish leader, Stark, was duly executed. in 
Arensburg. Ten years later the Russians, after a fight, 
lost it to the Swedes, and in 1628 the Swedish King, 
improving on the commercial methods of the Swedish 
soldiers, sold it for 66,830 talers to a Field-Marshal, 
whose son died in the utmost poverty after his father’s 
purchase had been quietly reappropriated by the 
Crown, who perhaps were thinking of selling it again. 
But the Swedes held on to the property too long, for 
before they tried to sell it a third time, Peter the Great 
in 1710 made it Russian, and Russian it remained until 
1918, when it was occupied by the Germans, on whose 
departure the Ests came at last into their own. 

We had this ruin to see and, besides that, needed 


155 


‘RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE 


bread, milk, meat and matches, and had set our hearts 
on a cabbage, which we had not been able to find in 
Baltic Port. So after bathing in the early morning, we 
walked in over the low slip of land, that would certainly 
be covered at high water if this were not a tideless sea, 
and came to the town~—a little town with winding 
streets of stone and wooden houses, twisting about 
round the shallow inlets of water, and from one pro- 
montory to another in a manner most confusing to a 
stranger. We had some difficulty in finding the shops, 
which were, as every one told us, in the middle of the 
town. The Esthonians are an admirable, tenacious 
people, but in all the years of my acquaintance with 
them I have never met one who knew how to tell me the 
way. They will point vaguely in the wrong direction, 
or, if they point in the right direction, will tell you, as a 
landmark, to look out for a tree with a broken branch 
among several hundreds all with broken branches, 
instead of mentioning a large, obvious barn which a 
blind man could not miss. Here, in Hapsal, we found 
the further difficulty that the cosmopolitan season was 
over and that therefore everybody had ceased to 
understand any language but Esthonian. I was there 
once for a few days earlier in the summer, when most 
people seemed to know both Russian and German. 
Now, it was as if every linguist in the place had gone 
into hibernation till next spring. We did, however, at 
last come out in the middle of the town, where we 
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found two hotels. We tried both. In one a man was 
viciously tuning a piano. In the other there was a 
gramophone. In neither did we see any visitors besides 
ourselves, and in both we were told at once that the 
season was over, as indeed we were told so by every one 
with whom we spoke, even by the baker from whom we 
bought the bread, as much as to say that we had no 
business to be there. I got the impression that the 
town was quite consciously recovering itself, drawing a 
long breath and enjoying its nationality after the alien 
but profitable bustle of the summer. 

In summer Hapsal is crowded with visitors, who, for 
the most part, do not live in the hotels, but rent the 
little houses, or parts of them, at so much ‘for the 
season. It is not as in England, where whole families 
go to the seaside for a tumultuous fortnight or month 
of holiday. Here, the men plant out their wives and 
children at Hapsal for the summer, to get brown, take 
mud baths and cure imaginary diseases, while they run 
down from Reval by train for the week-ends. There is a 
floating restaurant on the inland lake, and great con- 
sumption of vanilla ices, besides open-air concerts, 
regattas in hired boats —in fact, opportunities for all 
that such visitors demand. 

When Racundra sailed in there, all this maelstrom of 
amusement was still. The idle crowds of hypochon- 
driac rheumatics taking the baths and impatiently 
exchanging symptoms had disappeared. The little 
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town was itself again, and, if I were to stay there, the 
back end of the year is certainly the time that I should 
choose. The tiny market under the castle was quietly 
busy in the morning, as no doubt it has been since the 
Middle Ages. We met there women from the country 
and the islands in their local costume — bright red 
bodices, black accordion-pleated skirts, with red 
stockings, short white socks over the red stockings and 
black shoes with strips of black leather criss-cross over 
the white socks. And though the visitors were gone the 
boats remained, and, for the crew of Racundra, these 
boats compete with the ruins as the things of most 
interest in Hapsal. 

I should explain that beyond the pier and the town 
and those flat promontories is a huge stretch of shallow 
water, on which the men of Hapsal take their summer 
visitors sailing. This inland sea is nowhere more than 
a very few feet deep, and a special type of boat, unlike 
any others on the Esthonian coast, has been evolved for 
sailing on it. I have a reproduction of an old drawing 
showing that boats something like these were in exist- 
ence in the very early nineteenth century, if not earlier. 
They are shaped a little like the shallow wherries of the 
Norfolk Broads, but are, of course, much smaller. 
They have a fair-sized cabin right forward, with a big 
well for the passengers and a small well right aft for the 
steersman, who from that position controls the sails. 
The mainsail is extremely high and they are sloop- 
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rigged. They have neither centreboards nor lee-boards> 
but, drawing not more than a couple of feet of water, 


they sail in the most remarkable manner both off and by 
the wind. 
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SEPTEMBER 11TH. Barometer 29-9. The wind was still 
against us this morning, shifting between W. and S.W., 
but a whole day lying at anchor had made us deter- 
mined to move, if only to get through the difficult bit 
between the Rukeraga and Odroraga reefs, or, if we 
should fail to do that, at least to get to anchorage at 
Estholm, ready to slip through the moment the wind 
should change. We got our anchor at 7.30 and, slowly 
tacking, passed by the pierhead near enough to learn 
that the fishermen thereon, who had come before the 
dawn, had caught two little silver fish between them. 
Then we began with infinite labour to retrace, as far 
as the black-and-white buoy where the channel from 
Nukke and Worms joins that from the S., the course 
which we had run so merrily with the wind free two 
days before. 

The sun was behind the Hapsal beacons, and in the 
glare over the water they were quite invisible, so we 
just felt our way out, tacking from spar-buoy to spar- 
buoy, the Ancient in the bows singing out when he saw 
the bottom coming up to meet us. The Cook was busy 
with the breakfast, two Primuses going at once, steam 
from the porridge coming up the companion way 
together with the rich dark smell of frying bacon. At 
nine we reached the first of the main buoys and at ten 
minutes past ten we were at the third, round which the 
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channel turns to the S. Here we brought Racundra to 
the wind and hove her to while we hauled the dinghy on 
board, We then tacked on southwards. It was a weari- 
some business, but we were all keen to go on, for with 
the wind backing to the S.W. we had a good hope of 
being able to point straight through the narrow alley- 
way of buoys between the reefs. We went as close as 
we dared to the Odroraga and saw its wicked line just 
below the surface of the water, and at one point a little 
strip of it, pale red above the wavelets, with seabirds 
huddled together upon it. We stood away then for 
Estholm, where are the beginnings and the ruins of a 
fine harbour, warehouses and quays alike broken by the 
war, wrecks of half-sunk pontoons lifting desperately 
into the air and a forlorn crane. A little cutter was at 
anchor close by the piers. We had watched her through 
the glasses. picking her way in with lowered foresail 
and dropped peak. Away to the E., with the wind 
behind her, a fine schooner was coming easily through 
the passage by the Rukeraga beacon. We went about 
and sailed close-hauled to meet her. 

The beacon is fixed on the northern end of a low strip 
of rock, just above the level of the water. The Baltic 
Pilot, by the way, like the German chart, gives a most 
inaccurate picture of it, suggesting a low pyramid 
supporting a square. It may have been so once upon a 
time. Now it is a tall openwork obelisk, visible from a 
great distance, and easily recognizable from a few miles 
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away because of the big conical stones which lie near it. 
Just N. of it and running E. and W. is a narrow lane of 
four pairs of spar-buoys. The channel between them is 
not a stone’s-throw across, and, as there are rocks and 
stone shallows just outside the line of the buoys on 
either side, beating through it is impossible. 

We met the schooner, envying her speed and favour- 
able wind, and reaching the first pair of buoys, found 
we could just point through the channel. We passed 
the first three pairs of buoys with no difficulty, and 
were just rejoicing in having got through a ticklish bit 
of sailing when I noticed that, though we were heading 
by compass as before, the wind had fallen a little, and 
the last pair of buoys were slipping slowly southwards. 
I brought Racundra’s head a fraction up. It made no 
difference. We were already caught in the current, 
which, sweeping up along the far side of the reefs, 
touched us here, whereas it had been imperceptible 
during the first three-quarters of the passage. There 
was nothing to be done. There was neither time nor 
room to beat. We were already close upon the last 
pair of buoys, and we were on the wrong side of the 
northern one. I shouted forward and the Ancient 
stood by with the anchor as a last resource, while we 
stood on, our hearts in our mouths. The buoy was 
abeam of us and visibly slipping away. It was on our 
quarter. It was astern. There came a puff of wind and 
Racundra answered it at once, and a moment later the 
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Ancient looked happily over his shoulder. ‘Deep 
water,’ he called, and we knew that we were out in the 
Moon Sound proper, where big steamers find their 
way and where beacons are lit at night. Now we cared 
for nothing. I let Racundra fall a point off the wind and 
she brisked up like a horse after a feed of oats. The 
wind backed a little more and she pointed W. by S. and 
even W.S.W. That, however, was the best that she 
could do, and we were not yet far enough from the 
reefs to put her about on the other tack. So we held on, 
watching the southern shore of Worms and recognizing 
far before us the low coast of Dagé Island and Pihalep 
church spire, that is a good guide from afar to the 
pleasant little harbour of Heltermaa. 

Then the wind strengthened and fell away, strength- 
ened and fell away from the S.W., the short unpleasing 
sea of the Moon Sound got up, and the admirable 
Racundra began to show us that we had been wrong in 
boasting that she did not roll. She rolled abominably. 
The main becom swung from side to side with mighty 
bangs, until I lashed it to the lee backstay tackle. The 
mizen boom swung on unheeded. Things were very 
unpleasant, and, as we looked back to the tall Rukeraga 
beacon, seeming now as if it floated in the water, it was 
clear enough that we were making very little southing. 
If that was so in this part of the Sound, if the current 
was so strong here, it would be very much worse in the 
narrows to the S., and, anxious as we were to get along, 
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we had no sort of wish to spend the night in vainly 
beating to and fro against wind and current. Just then 
the two little steamers from Hapsal, the Endla and the 
Hiumaa, rivals for the exiguous Dagé trade, passed us 
bound cheerfully for Heltermaa. I had been in Helter- 
maa before, and knew it for a picturesque place, one of 
the smallest good harbours in the world. There was 
that church on the horizon, a fine mark to steer by; and, 
after all, we reasoned, if the wind should change we 
should be able to consider the visit to Heltermaa 
merely as a longer tack. We could lose nothing by 
going there. So we made up our minds to hold on until 
either the wind should change or we should come to 
Heltermaa. The wind did not change, so we came to 
Heltermaa just before sunset. At 6.15 we warped in 
round Endla’s stern, nearly carrying away her flag- 
staff as we did so, owing to the energy with which we 
were helped by the men of Heltermaa, and found our- 
selves in very snug quarters for the night. 

There was room in Heltermaa harbour for the tiny 
Hiumaa, one open fishing-boat, a dinghy, Racundra, the 
Endla and a schooner of small size. But Endla was tied 
up outside the harbour proper, across the end of the 
pierhead, and the schooner was at anchor. ‘The fishing- 
boat, Racundra and Hiumaa filled all available quay 
berths. A young man in uniform, who was, I think, 
coastguard, soldier and harbour-master, came on board 
and enthusiastically pencilled the date of Racundra’s 
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arrival on her papers. Then, as it looked like rain, we 
put the covers on the sails; and, while the Cook and the 
Ancient began to make supper, I set out with a milk-can, 
an egg-basket and a string bag to do some provisioning. 

A hundred yards or so from the harbour is a so- 
called inn, that was once a Russian posting-station 
where you could hire horses, at so many kopecks per 
mile per horse, to take you across the island. It is still 
cailed an inn, and people do sleep on sacks of straw 
there, if they are on their way to Hapsal and the Sound 
is too rough for the little steamer. Its landlord, who 
has or had some official connection with the harbour, 
talks only Esthonian, nor does his wife talk any other 
language. My dealings with them were not easy. I 
tried English. I tried Russian. These failing, I took a 
long breath and asked them for milk in Esthonian. 

‘Piima,’ I said, and waved my milk-can. 

‘Ei ole piima,’ they replied in chorus. 

All right. If they had no milk I would try for eggs. 

‘Muna,’ I said, and the good woman scuttled off as if 
she were a hen herself and came back with a lot of very 
little eggs. 

‘Kui palio maksap?’ said I. 

‘Kumme munat’ (ten eggs), said the woman, count- 
ing on her fingers. ‘Nelli kument mark.’ 

‘Forty marks.’ I had only a note for a hundred, and 
they had no change or very little, so they gave me ten 
marks back and a number of new white loaves. 
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That was all they could do, but that was not enough. 
They pointed up the road towards the forest, and I 
went to the next house, which turned out to be the 
school-house. I found a young woman in a pink cotton 
dress sitting on the back of a desk. She was the school- 
mistress and this an idle hour. I tried English, and she 
turned the colour of a ripe apple. 

‘I know English,’ she said, and promptly, in her 
embarrassment, forgot all she knew. 

I dare say she reads Shakespeare. I think it highly 
likely that she teaches English. She understood per- 
fectly when I explained that I wanted milk; but when she 
tried to answer, it was as if some one held her tongue 
by the roots and muffled her brain. By now, I am sure, 
she has thought out the speech she should have made. 
At the time she was struck dumb, and, coming to the 
doorstep, could only point up the road into the forest, 
turn redder and redder, so that her pink cotton dress 
looked almost white, and stammer, ‘House, house, 
house, house . . .” and then, with a flash of memory, 
“YELLOW house.’ So I thanked her and she fled away 
back into her schoolroom, while I went on towards the 
trees, looking for a yellow house. 

I found the yellow house; but the woman therein, 
who talked Esthonian to me, exhausted herself in 
explaining that they had only one cow and were ten in 
family. She directed me to another house, where she 
said they were few in family but had two cows. I found 
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that house; but the woman in it said that I could have 
milk only when the cows should come home, and that 
they were not expected home before eight o’clock. 
However, she directed me to another house. 

Here I found_a little elderly woman with a face 
wrinkled all over, the most charming wrinkles, so that 
when she smiled every line in her face took part in the 
smile; and she, while explaining that she had no milk, 
would not let me go, but held me firmly by my jersey, 
and called for her husband to come out and look. To 
me she said, ‘We have no milk,’ but to him, ‘Here is an 
Englishman,’ and held me firmly till he came, a long, 
thin, smiling fellow who somehow reminded me of 
John Masefield. I accordingly felt friendly towards 
him, and perhaps I reminded him of some one, for he 
seemed to feel friendship for me, and took me by the 
arm and led me to a stake hedge, where he pulled out 
a stake to let me through, and said, ‘Over there is a 
house with a little white barn, and there lives a Russian 
man, and he has good cows, and will certainly give you 
milk.’ 

So I wandered on into the forest and came to a 
house with a little pigsty beside it with a glass window, 
the only pigsty with a glass window that I can remem- 
ber to have seen. And beyond that, sure enough, was a 
house, a log cabin, with a tiny barn, and the barn was 
whitewashed. And here I spoke to the woman of that 
house in Russian; but she did not understand me, and 
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called to her husband, who came from the potato-bed, 
wearing his shirt outside his trousers in the Russian 
fashion. 

With him, of course, I had a good talk and great 
difficulty in coming to business. He told me he had 
come here as a soldier in the Russian service thirty 
years ago, and had married a wife and lived here ever 
since. ‘Yet, if I were to ask some of them from our 
village, by Poltava, to help me till this ground, they 
would laugh at me, for they would say there was noth- 
ing to be got out of it, and indeed in Poltava is the black 
earth and here is nothing but stone; but now I am fifty 
years old and a little more, and I am not too well, and I 
do not suppose I shall see Russia again.’ ‘Then he told 
me he had sold all his milk for the Endla; but I let that 
pass, and he told me of how he had been a policeman in 
Hapsal —‘a summer policeman,’ he explained, for in 
winter, it seems, there are no visitors, and policemen 
are not necessary — and how a man wearing a Cossack 
bourka, or long cloak, and talking very good Russian, 
had told him that he had played cards with the Em- 
peror. “It was clear enough that he was a great man.’ 
Then I put in another word about the milk, and he said 
something to his wife about milk for the Endla, and she 
laughed, and I guessed that the people on the Endla 
were going to get less perfect milk than they had hoped, 
for she took my milk-can and went off, while he told me 
there had been great rains, so that the water stood 
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between the potato rows and the potatoes had rotted, 
and went on to ask if all was well with England. Then 
he noticed the eggs that I had bought at the inn. 
“Those are very little eggs,’ said he, and asked me what 
I had had to pay-for them. I asked him if he had any, 
as we needed more for our ship, and he sent a little 
girl who brought ten beauties, twice the size of those 
already in my basket. ‘Then the woman came back with 
my milk-can full of new milk warm from the cow, and 
he asked how he should know my little ship, so that his 
wife could bring me more milk in the morning, if we 
had not sailed. Then, when I paid for the eggs and the 
milk, he asked me if there was nothing else I wanted 
that he could give me, and I could think of nothing; but 
he gave me the best of his turnips and a lot of fresh 
beans, and with that he walked with me to an opening 
in the trees, whence we could see the harbour and 
Racundra’s two masts. ‘If those masts are there in the 
morning,’ said he, ‘my wife shall bring you some more 
milk.’ 

And so we parted, thanking each other, like old 
friends, and I hurried back by a quick way he showed 
me across country and came to the ship, and found that 
those hungry ones had finished supper and that my 
supper was cold, but I ate it with great pleasure, full of 
the warmth of this abundance of human intercourse. 
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Tue last time I was at Heltermaa was a year before we 
sailed in there in Racundra, when I came there on foot, 
after walking from the other side of the island, where I 
had landed from a small timber-carrying schooner in 
which I had sailed from the mainland. I came to 
Heltermaa by the road from Kerdla, and was hurrying 
back to rejoin the Kittiwake at Baltic Port. It so hap- 
pened that I came there on a day when there were no 
means of getting across the Sound to Hapsal, and I was 
disconsolately trying to arrange with the innkeeper to 
let me sleep the night on a bench, when two sailors 
came in buying provisions. I tried them in my own 
language. One of them knew a few words, and told me 
that the captain of his ship spoke English, and that I 
had better come with them. I asked him where his 
ship was, and he pointed far out to sea, where, sure 
enough, a large steamship was lying. : 

I helped the men to carry a sack of potatoes, a tin of 
kerosene, milk, butter, bread and a lively little pig down 
to the tiny harbour. They had a small open boat, with 
a jib and spritsail, tied under the quay. We stowed 
everything into it, the pig squealing all the time with 
the regularity of a mechanical siren. We could not 
talk, but divided the labour in silent agreement. One 
man took the tiller, the other dealt with the sails, and I 
nursed the little pig. Within half an hour of my trudg- 
ing into Heltermaa I was at sea, slipping rapidly over 
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the four or five miles that separate Heltermaa from tbe 
Erik Stone. 

As we came nearer, I was surprised at the way the 
ship was lying, broadside on to the wind and perfectly 
steady, across breaking waves. She was aground. 
Then, as we came nearer yet, I saw that her shrouds 
were dangling round the masts and that she had been 
stripped bare. She was not, as I had supposed, a pass- 
ing ship sending ashore for provisions. She was a 
wreck. I asked how long she had been there. “Two 
years or more. We are waiting for high water,’ said the 
man. 

There was a rising wind, and we approached the 
wreck at great speed, shot round under her stern, 
luffed, lowered the sails and caught hold of a rope- 
ladder. As we came round under her stern I looked up 
for the name and read, ‘ToLepo: Lertu.’” Here in this 
most unexpected of places was a British ship. I ran up 
the ladder and climbed over the bulwarks and down on 
the rusty shell of what once upon a time had steamed in 
all the pride of new paint and shining brasswork out of 
the Firth of Forth. 

A small boy was hanging some fishing-nets to dry. 
He pointed aft when I asked for the captain, and, bend- 
ing to avoid the nets and fishing-lines that were hanging 
under the upper deck, I groped my way towards the 
stern. Captain Konga, well over six feet high, came out 
of a sort of hutch he had rigged up between the decks. 
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He greeted me in English, invited me into his cabin, 
told me I must stay the night with him, and promised 
to put me over to the mainland in the morning. 

I have seen many cabins, but none quite like that 
hutch in which the captain of the Toledo had his com- 
fortable being. It was built of baulks of wood set up 
on end between the iron decks. It was six feet six 
inches high, long and broad. That size, Captain Konga 
explained, he had found by experiment to be the most 
convenient. Sitting on his bunk, he could put wood on 
the stove in the corner, light his reading-lamp, take a 
book from the opposite shelf, eggs or bacon from his 
store-cupboard, reach down his saucepan or frying- 
pan from the hooks on the wall, or get the boatswain’s 
whistle, with piercing blasts of which he summoned the 
members of his crew. From any place in it he could 
reach every other place, and that, he said, was the most 
labour-saving kind of house. 

He told me the story of the ship. She had been 
captured by the Germans in the summer of 1918. She 
had been aground on the shallows close by Heltermaa, 
but one wild night, while the Germans had all been 
drinking ashore, a strong westerly wind had so raised 
the waters in the Gulf that the Toledo floated off, and 
when the Germans came to look for her in the morning, 
she had floated far out to sea, and by miraculous 
chance had settled herself on this small shoal by the 
Erik Stone. The water had fallen again, and the 
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Germans had lost the war and left these parts before it 
had ever again risen high enough to let them get her 
off. Then the Salvage Company had taken her over and 
Captain Konga had come to live on board. Once only 
in the previous. winter, she had floated for a few 
minutes, but the icebergs round her were so thick that 
with the instruments at his command he could not 
shift her, and the sinking water had left her again in her 
place. To-day the water was rising again. ‘Another 
four inches and we shall have her moving,’ said Cap- 
tain Konga, and showed me the cables he had laid out 
astern, the little boiler and donkey-engine he had 
brought from Reval, and his other arrangements for 
pulling her into deep water the moment she should 
float. Actually, as we stood there, we could feel that she 
was on the point of floating. He had a marked pole over 
the side, and from time to time looked at it, to see if the 
water was still rising. 

“Yet she isn’t worth much, nowadays,’ he said. ‘The 
Germans stripped her of some things, and when they 
went the local pirates did the rest. They took every- 
thing, even pulling the engines to pieces to get the nuts. 
Nuts make good sinkers for fishing-nets. The port- 
holes have all gone. All the new schooners built on 
Worms have fine brass portholes made in Edinburgh.’ 

And here for two years Captain Konga had been 
living and enjoying himself most mightily. He shot 
seals which came and played by the rock. He painted 
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the rock red. He shot duck. He fished. All passing 
boats took supplies of fresh fish from the Tolede. He 
made his own nets, and for his own amusement he kept 
his log, accurately as if at sea, but each day in a differ- 
ent language — Esthonian, German, Swedish, English, 
Russian - ringing the changes on these five. He was 
delighted to talk English, and told me he had a friend 
in England, a very pretty young woman, living near 
Hull. He had taught her Russian and she had taught 
him English. ‘A very pretty young woman,’ said he. 
I asked him when he had last seen her, and he told me, 
twenty-five years ago. I hardly liked to suggest that the 
young woman might now be older, for he seemed so 
certain that for her at least time had stood still. ‘And so 
merry, he added, ‘and so active. Runs like a hare and 
dances . . . you should see her dance!’ 

Time, for Captain Konga, did not exist, except that 
he never had quite enough of it for all he wished to do. 
When I offered to send him newspapers, thinking 
foolishly that he might enjoy them, living alone out 
there on the wreck with Heltermaa as his metropolis, 
and that only approachable in fine weather in his little 
boat, he thanked me, but said he would never have 
time to read them, his life was so busy, what with 
birds, seals, fish, and the making of cartridges and nets 
and fishing-lines, drying, salting and skinning. He was 
enjoying himself enormously, and, as we talked, I per- 
ceived that he always had enjoyed himself enormously, 
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looking neither before nor after, but whole-heartedly 
engaged in whatsoever he was doing. And he had done 
strange things, hunting bears in the Arctic, hunted 
himself by the women of the Samoyeds, maddened by 
the drinks of civilization. He had his whole life at his 
fingers’ ends. It was all contemporaneous for him, and 
talking of this or that, as he taught me how to make a 
net, he would refer to events of thirty years ago as if 
they had happened that same afternoon. 

Next day it blew so hard that it was almost impos- 
sible to stand on deck, except in the shelter of the bul- 
warks, so I spent another night with Captain Konga, 
netting, and hearing tales of the Esthonian coast, of 
Ungern Sternberg and his wreckers, of the people of 
the Tutters islands, who will not let the Salvage Com- 
pany approach a wreck before the men of Tutters have 
finished with it. ‘The sea was black with their little 
boats, and as I came near with a tug, they shouted at 
me to keep off, and waved every man a gun to show 
that they were armed.’ ‘But that was a long time ago,’ 
said I. ‘It was last year, or the year before. These 
people do not change so fast. I’ve had to show that we 
have guns to keep them off the Toledo. The Dagé 
folk are quiet enough, but the men of Worms . . . and 
the men of Worms are sucking babes beside the pirates 
of Tutters.’ 

On the second morning the sea was going down and 
the wind was less, and the captain and one of his men 
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lowered away the little skiff that he had for fishing. 
There was just room for the three of us in her. We 
sailed due E. to the island of Worms, thinking that I 
should there catch the postman’s cutter for Hapsal. 
We came upon patches of rocks, awash and out of the 
water. Then the man lowered the sprit, reducing the 
sail by one-half as we threaded our way among them. 
Now and again we were skimming over less than a foot 
of water. Once we stepped out and carried the boat 
over a shallower place. Then out in deep water again, 
and the little boat, which was Captain Konga’s special 
pride, fairly slipped across the waves. We landed on the 
eastern corner of Worms by Sviby, but the post cutter 
had gone, and the captain looked at his watch. It was 
just possible that we might catch the train at Hapsal. 
We were off again, but as Hapsal came in sight saw the 
train steaming in the station. It is nearly two miles 
from the pier to the station. The thing could not be 
done. ‘How many minutes have we?’ asked the cap- 
tain. I told him. He said nothing, but turned aside 
from the fairway leading to the pier and steered straight 
across the rocky shoals at the station. We touched 
once, again, and sat every moment expecting to ground 
for good. But luck was with us, as it must always be 
with such as Captain Konga, and with two minutes to 
spare he ran the boat ashore and I jumped for the train. 

That autumn the water gave him his chance and he 
took it, pulled Toledo off, and with the help of a tug 
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from Reval took her to Helsingfors. I felt sorry for him 
when I heard it. As a salved ship, in these days, I do 
not suppose the Toledo was worth much, nor would 
his share of that be large. But as a fishing- and shooting- 
box, for a man like him, who knew how to use every 
moment of his time in such pursuits, she was without 
a better in the world. 
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At Heltermaa we were to stay for longer than we 
wished. We lay there from the 12th to the 17th of 
September, watching the barometer and the sky and 
getting sharp pains in the backs of our necks from 
looking up the mast at the wimpel, which for all that 
time showed us a wind in our teeth, while, as we could 
see from the bowing spar-buoys outside, there was a 
current to match it. To beat S. against wind and stream 
was hopeless. So we lay there and talked of how when 
our own wind came we would fly southward through 
the Moon Sound and then run from end to end of the 
Riga Gulf in a single twenty-four hours. When our 
wind came we actually did that run in many hours less, 
and most of it under almost bare poles, but our wind 
was a long time in coming. Meanwhile there was 
plenty of wind of the wrong sort, which blew our flag to 
pieces and unravelled it until there was hardly any of it 
left. The Ancient made a new long wimpel from a strip 
of red bunting, and when I joked with him for hoisting 
a Bolshevik flag, replied: ‘It’ll give the wind a fright and 
make it blow the other way.’ But the wind seemed 
rather to relish it, and blew on day after day. 

The second day after our arrival there was half a gale 
from the S.E., and a heavy swell came through the 
wooden piles of the pier. The schooner from Worms 
had warped into the quay to load apples and we had 
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shifted to make room, and then tied up to the schooner, 
hoping for better protection. But that night, at two 
o’clock in the morning, a loud crack brought me on 
deck, barefoot and in pyjamas, to meet the Ancient, 
who had tumbled up out of the forehatch at the same 
- moment, and the two of us, just in time, hanging on a 
rope with all the strength we had, held Racundra, while 
we fixed a new warp to replace the stout one that had 
parted. It had chafed through in spite of heavy parcel- 
ling, and thereafter we not only served and parcelled it 
where it crossed the schooner’s railing, but spliced it 
as if it were a broken limb, binding chips of firewood 
round it, so that it lay snug in a wooden shell. Even 
that had worn thin before we left, but the rope was kept 
in perfect condition, and the dodge is one to recom- 
mend to any other little cruisers in such circumstances. 

Not all the inhabitants of Dagé were as friendly to us 
as those with whom I had talked on that first evening. 
Some are stern patriots, and show their feelings by 
refusing to talk the languages which, until in 1919 they 
became independent, had been imposed on them by 
force. All three of us knew a few words of Esthonian 
and made what play we could with them, but when it 
came to serious business had to use Russian, German, 
or Swedish. Now, there was one stout old man in top- 
boots who used to come down on the quay and seemed 
to have authority among the others. He had said 
‘Good day’ to us in Esthonian once, and we had replied 
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in Esthonian, for politeness’ sake, and perhaps from 
pride in this small scrap of our uncertain vocabulary. 
But next day, when he came again, the Ancient, talking 
Russian, tried to learn from him where he could buy 
meat, and the Esthonian flushed red and angry, and 
asked him what he was talking Russian for, when he had 
shown the day before that he could talk Esthonian as 
well as himself. The poor Ancient tried to make him 
believe that he knew how to say ‘Good morning,’ but did 
not know how to say anything else, but the Esthonian 
would not be appeased, turned his back on him and 
took up a fine Napoleon attitude on the pierhead, ‘as if,’ 
said the Ancient, ‘he would like to be the stone figure of 
a patriot.’ Unfortunately, however, he was not content 
with being a stone figure, but tried to persuade others 
of his fellow-countrymen to have no dealings with us 
except in Esthonian. After that there were two factions 
among the people who came down to the quay — the 
patriots who would have nothing to do with us and the 
cosmopolitans who sold us what they had and made us 
presents of ripe apples and worms for our fishing, and, 
when in the middle of the night the little steamer came 
from Reval, woke us up with shouts from the quay, lest 
we should miss our share of the general happy excite- 
ment. The two factions came often to hot words, and 
among the younger members to blows; and we, who 
had hoped on Racundra to escape politics of any kind, 
found it a little tedious to be bones of contention. We 
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felt, on our little ship in that foreign harbour, what a 
small nation must feel while its fate is being discussed 
by greater Powers. 

During the days when we were not fishing, and, since 
the wind from the south was blowing the bait in the 
fishes’ mouth, catching plenty of good fish suppers, we 
walked on the island. We found a great number of 
fossils on the beach — stone sponges and petrified shells 
of different shapes. We also found lucky stones, with 
natural holes in them, like (but how different from!) the 
lucky stone on Racundra’s cabin wall, that came from 
Coniston and the friendliest house in England. It was 
warm in the sunshine, and I saw a green woodpecker, 
but he is with us all the year, and from other signs it 
was only too clear that winter was falling swiftly upon 
us. The starlings were in great flocks. The leaves on 
the trees were turning and the nights were growing 
long. The very apples that were being brought down 
to the quay in little springless carts and carefully packed 
away in the hold of the schooner beside us were a warn- 
ing that the days were coming when, in these waters at 
any rate, little ships cannot keep the sea. The Ancient 
began talking with persistent gloom about ‘the Equino- 
tion time,’ when the Gulf of Riga would be at its very 
worst. The autumn equinox of September 23rd was 
indeed close at hand; and we were held here as if by 
some malice of its own to wait for its notorious in- 
hospitality. 
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However, when we had begun to think that we should 
have to run back to Reval, lay the yacht up there and 
get back to work, we were released in cat-and-mouse 
fashion and allowed to get a little farther S. Late in the 
night of September 16th there was a breath of wind 
from the W. We hardly dared to trust it, but, with 
faint hope, set alarm-clocks to wake us early. At half- 
past six next morning the wind freshened from the W. 
again, and ten minutes later we were swinging from the 
end of the pier on a single warp while we hoisted sail. 
Five minutes after that, with main and mizen set, we 
cast off, rejoicing like prisoners released, and running 
up our staysail when we were already under way. By 
half-past seven we were well out into the Sound, and 
bore up on the starboard tack to pass about a mile E. of 
the island of Heinlaid. Thence we steered S. by E. 
and ? E., looking for the bell-buoy in the middle of the 
Sound. 

The wind was one to stir the blood and we were all in 
the best of spirits, taking it in turns to go below and eat 
great quantities of porridge, when we sighted a biggish 
steamer coming up from the S., with buff funnel and 
black top to it, and the peculiar bows that belong to our 
friend the Baltabor. As she came nearer, however, the 
Ancient, whose eyes are usually better than mine, 
decided that she was not the Baltabor but a German. 
“Yet her bows are awfully like,’ I said, ‘though she has 
hardly had time to go to England and back since she 
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steamed out of Reval harbour with the Pelorus she had 
promised to lend us still on board.’ These words I said 
as I turned to go below, but I was not half-way down the 
companion steps when I was stopped by the Baltabor’s 
siren. I had gone*down for the strong binoculars, but 
did not need them now. Yes; the Baltabor it was, and 
... quick with that ensign. ... Whalley has sent a 
man to the jack staff. Up goes our ensign, flutters at the 
mizen-top, dips half-way down and up again, while our 
big friend’s ensign, about as broad as our mainsail, 
does the same. It was the very pleasantest of greetings 
between the big and little British ships meeting each 
other on this cold, sunny September morning on a sea 
so utterly unlike the seas of England. Moreover, we 
were doing 5-6 knots at the time, and that was a mighty 
satisfaction, as the last occasion on which Baltabor had 
seen us under sail was when we were slowly tacking 
through the Miihlgraben by Riga, and we were afraid 
she might have been givena poorish notion of our speed. 

We sighted our bell-buoy close on the port bow, just 
where it should have been, and this, together with 
Baltabor and the sun and the blue water and the keen 
air and the wind that suited Racundra from truck to 
keel, all combined to make us delighted with ourselves 
and Fate. But we patted Fate on the back too soon, 
‘We shall be in Riga to-morrow,’ we cried, as we 
saluted the bell-buoy triumphantly, and steered south- 
wards to bring the beacons of the island of Moon in a 
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line. But, just as we did so, we found we were standing 
nearly close-hauled. The wind was backing to the S. 
again. We were now retracing the course we had 
followed when running up from Paternoster on the 
outward voyage, and at 10.45 passed the Moon light- 
buoy, finished with the Moon beacons and steered for 
those of Shildau Island. An hour later we were past 
Shildau, and at noon, the wind having gone definitely to 
S.W. and strengthened very much, were steering for the 
Kuivast anchorage, to bring up there and see what was 
going to happen next. The aged cutter that plies as 
ferry-boat between Kuivast and the mainland passed on 
the port tack close across our bows and then went about. 
We raced them for the anchorage and beat them, 
anchoring at 12.30 close off the pier at Kuivast in two 
fathoms, stiff clay bottom, and getting our sails down in 
time to watch the cutter bring up to the pier. Here 
were a number of cattle awaiting it, and we saw for the 
first time the fiery orange petticoats and black bodices 
which are the national costume of the women of Moon. 
We watched the women go on board with their cattle, 
and then, as it was clear that we were in for another 
southerly storm, put the covers on the sails. We had 
made good something over twenty-five miles. 

There is no harbour at Kuivast, nothing but a short 
pier, crooked at the outer end, but enclosing so small a 
space that even the little steamers never attempt to 
enter it. The ferry-cutter tied up inside to load cattle, 
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but had only just room, the rest of the space being 
occupied by two small waterlogged barges. The 
anchorage immediately off the pier is very good, as far 
as holding-capacity goes, but very bad as regards pro- 
tection. We learnt later that we had dropped our 
anchor in the best possible place, as farther south the 
rock is very near the surface. Indeed, a schooner that 
anchored there dragged her hook and had to spend the 
night beating. The protection is even worse than 
appears, as we were to learn to our cost. On the chart 
the place would seem to be perfectly sheltered from all 
winds between S.W. and N.W. This is not so. With 
both southerly and northerly winds, owing perhaps to 
some trick of the variable current, the swell rushes 
across the wind and breaks over the Kuivast pier. 
Both English and German charts mark this place as the 
best anchorage. For smaller vessels, however, there is 
now a very much better stopping-place on the other 
side of the Sound. Of that, however, we knew nothing 
when we arrived. 

The orange-petticoated women drove their cattle 
into the cutter, and for some time a few of the men of 
Moon watched us from the pierhead, but presently, as 
it began to blow harder, men and women alike went off 
to the shelter of the tumble down houses. It was not 
till late in the afternoon, when the wind slackened, that 
the cutter thought fit to sail, when it made straight 
across the Sound to some landing-place on the other 
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side. Then, not wishing to lose the chance of saying 
that I had at least talked with some of the people of 
Moon, I made up my mind to go ashore. The Ancient 
helped me to sling the dinghy overboard with the fore- 
halyard, and I tumbled in with the milk-can and 
pulled for the landing-place. 

Under the wall of a half-ruined cottage close to the 
shore was a bench, and on it were four of the men of 
Moon, or rather, three men of Moon and a policeman 
in a neat grey uniform, who told me that he, too, was a 
foreigner in this place, since he had not been born on 
Moon, but on the larger island of Oesel. I greeted 
them with ‘Tere, tere’ as I approached, and was 
answered in the same way. Then I tried English on the 
policeman. He knew what it was, though he could not 
speak it, and I heard him announce his discovery to the 
others. Then I tried Russian, and found he could talk 
Russian just about as badly as I talk it myself. The 
others knew only two or three words of the language, 
but, unlike the patriots of Heltermaa, they were willing 
enough to use the words they knew, and, indeed, put 
them eagerly, by way of punctuation marks, into the 
conversation between the policeman and myself. 

The policeman was a delightful fellow: asked where 
we were going, praised the speed of our little ship as 
compared with that of the ferry-cutter, told me not to 
use the water from the well by the pier, because it and 
everything cooked with it would taste of seaweed, but 
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to take water from the other well by the inn. ‘At least,’ 
he said, lest he should raise false hopes, ‘it used to be 
an inn.’ When I asked for milk, he volunteered at once 
to take me to this ci-devant tavern, and, in case the man 
there or his wife-did not understand, to translate for 
me. With that we sauntered up the muddy lane 
together and passed without ceremony through the 
stone Gates of Moon. 

From Racundra’s deck I had seen these two strange 
stone columns on either side of the road leading inland 
from the pier and had asked the Ancient what he made 
of them. 

‘Those,’ said he, ‘mighta be the Gates of Moon,’ of 
which I have often heard tell. The barons that lived 
here did all for themselves as themselves liked best, and 
would allow no one to land on Moon without he went 
through those gates, and no one through those gates 
without he paid what the barons thought they could 
get from: him.’ This sounded a little too much like 
Huck Finn’s account of kings, so I had gone ashore 
with an open mind. 

I asked the policeman what the’ pillars were. 

“There are a lot of fairy tales about them,’ said he, 
‘but I think myself that they were set up in honour of 
the Emperor Nicholas I when he visited the island of 
Moon.’ 

That explanation at least was one’ of the fairy tales. 
The Ancient had been nearer the mark. Beside the 
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pillars I now noticed a stone cross. Cross and pillars 
alike seemed to be of about the same age, something 
near 1600, I should think, but fixed on one of the pillars 
was a stone placard of later date, perhaps eighteenth or 
early nineteenth century. This placard was in German 
and Russian and set out a tariff of tolls - so much for a 
carriage, so much for a cart, so much for a peasant’s 
cart, so much for a cow, so much for a peasant’s cow, so 
much for a man, and, finally, so much for a dog. There 
must have been some lively incidents in the attempted 
collection of tolls from sportive, energetic dogs, who 
might run in and out ten times in as many minutes while 
the toll-keeper was dealing with larger folk. The actual 
sums demanded had been obliterated. On the other 
pillar, opposite the tariff, was a coat-of-arms, I believe 
that of the old German castle town of Arensburg, a fat 
and bloated bird with upstretched neck, standing on 
two straight legs. No. It was clear enough that the 
Ancient’s story was nearer the truth and that the gates 
are the last memorials of the German rulers of Moon, 
who transferred their allegiance from Sweden to Russia 
on finding that the Russian Empire left them a freer 
hand in exploiting the Esthonians than was given them 
by the more liberal-minded Swedes. 

The Gates were the last symbol of the German 
civilization. The inn was the last symbol of the 
Russian. It was a typical Russian posting-station, a 
low, one-storied building, with pillars along the front 


188 


DAGO AND MOON 


of it, where, as throughout Russia only seven crowded 
years ago, it was possible to get bad food and good 
horses and a night’s lodging, the quality of which 
depended on the thickness of your skin. The Russian 
stoves were still there. So were the great beds, where 
from a dozen to twenty people could sleep together on 
straw or hay. The little counter, where the Imperial 
vodka was once sold, remained. But there were no 
horses, no vodka, no sleepers — nothing, in fact, of 
former glory. The innkeeper, who seemed to be also 
harbour-master, told me that he had once had some 
beer, but that there was none left. Once upon a time, 
he said, he had had some local kvas. Now he had 
nothing except ...he pointed to a few packets of 
cigarettes. He had no tobacco. The policeman and I 
drank a couple of glasses of clear cold water, handed by 
the innkeeper over the counter where so many gallons 
of vodka had passed in days gone by. He then showed 
me the well, the only one, as both innkeeper and police- 
man enthusiastically agreed, where the water is fit for 
humans. And meanwhile the innkeeper’s daughter, a 
young woman whose round, flat jolly face might well be 
placed on the Gates of Moon as the emblem of her 
island, instead of that toll-fattened bird, went off and 
milked a cow, and gave me_my can full of admirable 
milk, two quarts of it, for some Esthonian marks, the 
value of which in English money would be about four- 
pence. With this I returned to the ship. 
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I nav a hard job not to spill the milk as I pulled back to 
Racundra. The wind was piping up again from the 
S.W. and the swell of which I have already spoken was 
beginning to come in. Racundra was jerking about in so 
lively a manner that I decided to put out our larger 
anchor (sixty-seven pounds) on the stout coir cable. 
The Ancient and I, hauling together, had as much as 
we could do in pulling the ship up towards the first 
anchor. We did this with the tiller lashed over, giving 
her something of a sheer, so that we should not be 
dropping the second anchor on the chain. We then let 
go and veered out fifteen fathoms or more of cable and 
chain. We lay in two fathoms, ample, for we draw 
only a little over half a fathom with our centreboard up. 
We then had supper and turned in. 

But we got little rest that night. The wind increased 
to a gale, and, sheltered though we were, the current 
kept Racundra across both wind and swell, with the 
result that she rolled me out of my bunk on the top of 
the big iron pump that was stowed on the floor, sent 
things adrift that we had considered fast till doomsday, 
including a water-cask, fortunately empty, and used 
every loose thing in the ship to make a noise like a 
negro band. It was impossible to sleep. All that could 
be done was to sit on the bunks, wedge one’s knees 
firmly against the centreboard-case and count how 
many rolls Racundra could accomplish in a minute. 
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Again and againthe Ancient and I crawled over the deck 
to see if we were dragging. We tock the covers off again, 
and had everything ready to make sail in a moment, but 
did not wish to do so unless obliged, as we did not then 
know where to seek shelter without going right back to 
Heltermaa. Racundra rolled until she took water on 
her decks over the railings, in spite of her notable free- 
board. But the anchors held and morning found us still 
desperately rolling, in a swell that was splashing over 
the pier and made us glad that we had, according to our 
custom, taken the dinghy inboard for the night. It was 
too rough to launch the little boat again. The motion 
was such that we could not cook, nor even make tea. So 
we lived on cold bacon, tinned herrings and beer, and 
relieved our feelings by punching the barometer. 

In the afternoon there was less wind. ‘The barometer 
had fallen to 29:2, but now showed just the faintest 
inclination to rise, and at four o’clock, as there were 
patches of sunshine, I went ashore and took photo- 
graphs, though it was still blowing in gusts that made it 
very hard to keep the camera steady. An hour later, 
however, the wind dropped suddenly, and the Ancient 
and I shouldered water-tank and barrel and went half a 
~ mile inland for the water that was fit for humans, as we 
began to hope that we should be off for Riga in the 
morning. I further took the opportunity of asking 
where the cutter lay at the other side of the Sound. 
She had not reappeared, so I was sure that she had on 
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the other side a better shelter than was to be found here. 
I learnt that during the war a new harbour had been 
built at Werder, of which all my charts were ignorant. 
I got rough sailing directions. ‘Steer straight across for 
the southernmost of three white ruined houses, and 
when you come near you will see the harbour and can go 
into it. There are twelve feet of water, and tugs have 
wintered there.’ 

This sounded promising, so when in the morning, 
after a rather better night, we found a bright day, but 
with wind and strong current still against us from the 
S., I had the sails up soon after breakfast and we went 
across the Sound in plenty of time to come back if we 
should be disappointed in what we should find there. 
The cutter, held up yesterday by the bad weather, had 
returned to Kuivast, taken on board more red cattle and 
orange petticoats, and set sail on her way back just after 
we started. There was enough wind, however, to make 
Racundra a fast boat, and we had the wind on our 
beam, so we kept them well astern until we had gone 
far enough to see a decent-looking harbour with a 
schooner’s masts above it, but nothing to show on which 
side was the entry. When I can use local knowledge, I 
always prefer it to my own ignorance, so, much to the 
cutter’s astonishment, I brought Racundra to the wind, 
hove her to, and waited for them to catch us. But such 
was the modesty of the cutter’s crew that they never 
guessed why we were waiting, and themselves hauled 
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up to the wind and proceeded extremely slowly, as if 
they thought we had perceived some special danger 
ahead. They stared with all their eyes. At last, how- 
ever, they went on, and giving them a fair start, we let 
the staysail draw “and proceeded after them. Just as 
we did so, the wind, which had been moderate, 
strengthened with a sudden squall, so that cutter and 
Racundra alike fairly foamed across the remaining dis- 
tance. We saw that the cutter steered to northwards of 
the harbour mole, so we did the same, and a minute or 
two later, had rounded into as fine a little harbour for 
small ships as ever I hope to see. We anchored and 
then, deciding to stay, ran a warp out to the pier and 
berthed ourselves under the shelter of a huge stack of 
birch logs, which, since they were much weathered, I 
concluded had been there some time and were not 
likely to fly about our heads. 

We had found this harbour of Werder, or Wirtsu, as 
the Esthonians call it, just in time. That night the wind 
came from the N.W. with rain and such violence that 
the waves breaking on the mole flung great bits of 
themselves not only over the mole but clean over the 
woodpile, fifteen feet across and as many high, and 
down with heavy splashes on Racundra’s cabin roof on 
the other side. A big open cutter, rather like the ferry- 
boat, lying beside us was half filled during the night by 
the water tossed across the mole. At six in the morning 
the wind was blowing from the N. with similar force, 
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but swung round to S. again at eleven, giving us a 
comparatively calm afternoon and evening. 

I spent the better part of that day fishing on the 
sheltered side of the pier, and caught upwards of fifty 
little fish — Rillos, boneless little creatures like sardines, 
extremely good to eat. I also had a pleasant talk with 
an elderly Robinson Crusoe, master and owner of a 
little open boat, smaller even than Racundra, who was 
doing his best to get his things dry after the tempest- 
uous night. He had spent the summer carrying stones 
at Reval, and now was sailing home for the winter in his 
own little boat to a bay some half a dozen miles south of 
Werder. His boat was filled with all manner of treasure 
acquired during the summer — bits of old iron, empty 
bottles, a lump or two of good oak, salt, tobacco and 
other valuables. The salt and such things he stowed in 
a cuddy forward. He slept under his sails and cooked 
on a little open stove in the stern. He was plucking a 
duck for his dinner when I got into talk with him. He 
had shot it the day before, while sheltering behind a 
little rocky island farther north. He showed me his gun, 
a fowling-piece that might have been the envy of Man 
Friday. He knew a little English, having sailed three 
years on English ships. He also knew Lettish, a rare 
accomplishment among Esthonians, in whose folklore 
devils talk Lettish to each other, which is also the 
language spoken in hell. He had travelled enough to 
lose such national prejudices, and sat there, plucking 
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and cooking his duck, talking with obvious pride with 
the Ancient and me, with each in his own language. In 
the calm of the evening he put to sea, and the last we 
saw of him was the dark blot of his sail as he rowed and 
poled his boat over the shallows and into the Gulf, in 
this way avoiding the current. At night, when the storm 
rose again, with fierce rain-squalls, we feared for him, 
but there was no need. He knew the coast, as he had 
told us, like the palm of his hand; and the lighthouse- 
keeper, who visited us in the morning, told us that he 
had seen the little boat both at dusk and dawn, and that 
our friend had spent the night snugly in smooth water 
behind some rocks, with white waves on every hand. 

The next day the wind was from the $.W. and for 
the next five days swung to and fro, blowing nearly all 
the time with tremendous force. For all that time the 
ferry-cutter was unable to cross from Werder to 
Kuivast. Peasants from Werder and the mainland and 
men of Moon and their orange-skirted dames came to 
the harbour and day after day hung desolately about the 
cutter in wind and rain, at night getting what shelter 
they could in the forest. ‘This zs the Equinotion time,’ 
said the Ancient philosophically, ‘and this is what 
musta be.’ He, however, could afford to be philosophic, 
for he had made his berth tight and comparatively dry, 
and so was much better off than the unfortunate 
islanders waiting in the woods for the ferry to take 
them home. 
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It was a wild time. Late one evening we watched a 
big schooner, close-hauled, trying to make the entrance 
of the Sound from the south. (This was during a 
north-wester.) As she came she pointed nearer the 
wind and made less and less headway, and it became 
clear that she could not make the entrance without 
tacking. They hung on till the last minute and then 
tried to go about. She would not stay. Again and 
again the sails flapped and filled again, while the 
schooner lost ground. Finally, with jibs wildly flog- 
ging, she let go her anchor. Down came the sails one 
after another, and we watched her heaving half her 
length out of the water, dipping her nose under and 
rearing again. The anchor held for ten minutes. Then, 
not slowly as with dragging anchor, but in a sudden 
rush, with parted cable, she was swept away southwards 
behind the point, broadside on, a helpless thing, just as 
dark fell. What became of her I do not know. The 
lighthouse-keeper told us that she did not go on the 
rocks, but was swept clear of them to the south. He 
saw no attempt made to hoist sail. ‘They were tired 
out,’ he said, ‘tired beyond work, and seeing they were 
drifting clear, perhaps made up their minds to let her 
drift till forty miles south, when they would maybe be 
rested and have a chance of getting into shelter in the 
Pernau bight.’ 

During that same blow, another schooner under jib 
and reefed foresail, coming from the north, swept at 
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terrific speed into our harbour, let go her anchor with- 
out standing upon the order of its going, far too near 
the shore, and, while it dragged, rowed desperately in 
their small boat and made fast a warp to the pier with 
perhaps ten seconds to spare in saving her. The men 
from the other schooner that had been there when we 
arrived jumped to lend a hand, and she was presently 
berthed alongside the quay. The men of this schooner 
had brought with them a mixed cargo from the town of 
Reval, salt fish, kerosene and farming-tools; and during 
the next two days the people of the country brought 
them in exchange corn in sacks, four or five sacks 
stuffed into each rickety little springless cart. They 
also brought them a fine sheep, which was killed and 
skinned on the quay and its flesh then cut up, weighed, 
paid for and put into a barrel with salt, provision for 
their voyage. They were taking the corn to Petrograd. 
The other schooner here was loading firewood for Reval. 

There was nothing to be done with the weather, for 
though now and again the wind veered northwards it 
always backed swiftly to the S.W., while the sea 
remained in frothy tumult. It was as if the Equinox 
had amused himself by setting N.W. and S.W. to fight 
each other, and now one and now the other got the 
mastery in a struggle the tension of which hardly 
slackened for a moment. I made a curve of our baro- 
meter readings on squared paper during that week, but 
it might have been taken for a graphic record of the 
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progress of a grasshopper. When we came to Werder 
the barometer was at 29:28. After that it bobbed up 
and down between 29 and 29°55. It had been 29-9 
when we left Hapsal to get into this bout of bad 
weather. Often it was nearly impossible to stand on the 
quay, and we were thankful for our woodpile, behind 
which was comparative peace. There was no village 
nearer than six miles away, and we ran out of eggs, 
meat, potatoes, bread and, worst of all, tobacco. The 
few houses by the old pier that was used before the 
building of the harbour are in ruins, and we should 
have been in a very bad way if it had not been for the 
keeper of the Werder Lighthouse, which, by the way, 
is not in the least like the picture of it still reproduced 
on the English charts, but is a plain wooden framework 
replacing the old tower, which was blown up during the 
war. The lighthouse-keeper lives with his wife and 
three children in a wooden shanty close by, on a 
desolate spit of bare ground running out from the woods 
into the sea. He used to come and sit in the cabin of 
Racundra and I used to visit him in his shanty. The 
only blemish on his conversation was that, like his 
brother of Run, similarly isolated from the world, he 
took an interest in politics, and wanted to know what we 
were doing about Egypt. However, he made up for that 
by selling us milk, butter and potatoes, and he also gave 
me some tobacco of his own growing, raw leaves not yet 
dry, which I hung over the cabin lamp till they crackled, 
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and then broke them up and smoked them, and found 
them a very great deal better than no tobacco at all. 

Our most interesting visitors, however, were two 
seal-hunters from Runo. I saw them buffeting their 
way along the quay afar off, and knew at once what 
they must be. No other men wear pale homespuns 
bound with black and hairy sealskin shoes. No other 
men go abroad with long telescopes and crooked sticks. 
No other men on reaching our woodpile would climb 
upon the top of it, crouching low against the wind, and, 
steadying the end of the telescope by using the stick as a 
support, would search so patiently the distant rocks. 
Presently they were close to us, and stood there, one 
young man, one elderly, looking down at Racundra 
from the quay with eyes so simple that you would 
think they had never been troubled by a thought. The 
Ancient talked with them and told me that they begged 
. . . for what? For glass bottles, the one thing they do 
not make upon their island. They needed botiles for 
oil, for carrying water, for what not? We gave them a 
lot of empty beer-bottles. They took off their caps and 
shook our hands. Then they asked if they might come 
on board. They came and went down into the cabin, 
fingering everything, enormously, inarticulately in- 
terested. 

‘A strong ship,’ said the younger, at last. ‘We too 
have a strong ship, with five little ones which she 
carries inside her.’ — 
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‘And where is your ship?’ 

‘Over there, a half-hour’s walk, in a better harbour 
than this.’ 

‘And are there five of you?’ 

‘Yes, five. Three we left on an island off the coast of 
Oesel, with their three boats. We are now two. In 
four weeks we shall sail back along the Oesel coast and 
find our men, and then we go to Runé again.’ 

‘Have you got many seals?’ 

‘Only one. The weather is too bad for them, but 
later we shall have more.’ 

There was a little more simple question and answer 
of this kind. Then they saw my camera and asked what 
it was. I told them, and the younger one understood at 
once, and said that they had seen photographs that had 
been taken on Runé by some Swedish visitor, who had 
afterwards sent them to the island. They were de- 
lighted when I suggested making a picture of their 
ship. They wanted me to come at once, but I told 
them that for picture-making I needed a good light, 
and not a raging storm with wind and hail. If it should 
clear later I would come. With that we all gravely 
shook hands and they went off. 
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SEPTEMBER 24TH. Last night we had a further taste of 
the Equinox in a northerly gale with heavy rain. This 
morning, however, though the wind continued, the 
sky cleared, the sun shone, and I made up my mind to 
sail this evening, if the weather held and the barometer, 
now slowly rising, did not take another dive. In the 
meantime I determined to use Sunday morning by 
repaying the visit of the men of Runé. I had promised 
to photograph their ship. 

I saw the men of Run about a mile away on shore, 
conspicuous in their pale homespuns, and, slinging my 
camera on my back, was blown along the pier and 
almost off it as I hurried in pursuit of them. ‘These 
men live on a little island,’ said I to myself, ‘therefore 
they cannot be good walkers. At any rate I, who have 
spent half my life afoot on the fells of England, ought to 
be able to catch up with them.’ Catch them I did, but 
after a long struggle, though they did rot seem to be 
hurrying. The older, shorter man was using his carved 
stick as a staff, the younger was turning in his toes as he 
walked, and yet they kept up a steady pace, as regular 
as animals. Trotting beside them was a boy, whose 
dress proclaimed him of the mainland. The men of 
Run6 were, I think, wandering round on this Sunday 
morning to see what they could gather from the people 
of the continent. When at last I caught them, they had 
stopped at one of the few inhabited cottages, and the 
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young one, after greeting me with joy and agreeing at 
once to take me to their ship, bitterly complained that 
the house was shut up and no one was at home. He 
pointed to the sun and to my camera case, remembering 
that I had told him yesterday that I could photograph 
his ship only if there was a good sun. 

We set off across country, the men of Run6 swearing 
that it was not far to the ship. We passed through the 
grounds of a ruined country house, a fine place before 
the war, but now a desolate shell; then out over wide 
marshland, and, after half an hour’s walking, they 
pointed to a white mast against the shadow of a distant 
wood. ‘The men of Runé and I walked our natural pace, 
and the Esthonian boy trotted at our heels. As we 
walked we talked, a sort of Volapuk or Esperanto, 
composed of German, Swedish and Russian words 
stirred well together with a lot of good will. We under- 
stood one another excellently. They explained that the 
rig of their boat was not like that of the Esthonians, but 
was a traditional rig from older times than man can 
remember, and peculiar to Runé. They told me that 
they had a fine gun, that there were pike in some water 
to the left of us, that they had shot some good duck ina 
bight on the other side, and so on. I told them that we 
were sailing in the evening, but they both vehemently 
protested. ‘No, no! It will blow again a great storm in 
the night, but in the morning will be clear weather and 
a fair wind for Riga.’ I pointed to the clear blue sky 
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overhead, but they would have none of it. ‘Man fran 
Runé kens wetter. Bettra i morgen. Clockan fem segel. 
En gud wind till Riga,’ and so on, with such insistence 
that I made up my mind to wait till morning and see if 
the men of Run6é knew the weather as well as they 
thought they did. 

Talking so, we came through a little wood to a tiny 
natural harbour, where their ship lay at anchor, a 
strange ship indeed, bigger than Racundra, but not 
much, with a long bowsprit, a foremast with a high 
spritsail, and a mainmast of great length, exactly in the 
middle of the ship, with a marked rake towards the 
stern, a short gaff and a very long boom projecting far 
over the counter. Drawn up on the grassy shore were 
two little boats shaped like narrow spoons, that could, I 
should think, be used either with oars or with a single 
paddle like a canoe. I took a photograph of the ship as 
she lay there, with the little boats on the shore, and 
each man ran of his own accord to be photographed 
each by his own little boat, which, as they explained, 
each had made for himself. The Esthonian boy wanted 
to be photographed also, but they would have none of 
this and drove him away, saying that he was not from 
Runo and therefore should not be in the picture. He 
ran off angrily into the woods, and we saw him no more. 
Then we all three got into one of the little boats, and 
the younger man ferried us out to the ship. I sat in the 
stern, the younger man rowed in the bows, and the 
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elder squatted in the bottom by way of ballast. The 
ship had her name in blue and white elaborately painted 
on her counter: ‘JuBa: Run6o.’ They brought the boat 
stern foremost under the counter and I scrambled up 
and in. 

Whatever the Juba might want in cleanliness, and 
she wanted a good deal, she made up in strength. She 
was built in 1911 on Runé. The elder man had taken 
part in the building. Her planking was of oak, two 
inches thick, I judged, and her ribs — square-sided ribs 
of ash or elm, I could not be certain from their descrip- 
tion which they meant — were enormously heavy. The 
counter was partially decked, the whole of the midships 
portion was open, while the forepart of the ship was 
decked over with a high curved roof, making a very 
roomy forecastle. In front of the mainmast were two 
big barrels, one full of seal-fat, the other of seal-flesh. 
A skin was drying in the sun. In the covered fore- 
castle, a great space, bigger even than Racundra’s 
prided cabin, were stowed a great mass of sails and all 
kinds of gear. They burrow under the sails to sleep. 
There were shelves along the sides with rough wooden 
spoons and boxes which they decorate with fire, scraps 
of leather, partly made shoes, hanks of yarn and fishing- 
tackle. They brought out their seal-gun, a muzzle- 
loading flintlock that might have been used by the 
Jacobites. They had made a case for it of sealskin with 
the hair outside. The elder man had also a Japanese 
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rifle, but they both agreed that the ancient flint was 
‘bettra.’ I asked them if they were going to sell the seal- 
skin in Arcnsburg. ‘No,’ they said; ‘the sealskins are 
wanted for the making of shoes for the people of Runé.’ 
They showed me their own furry shoes, with up- 
pointed tips and worked leather borders, very fine shoes 
indeed, for this was Sunday, and just as to-day they 
were wearing the newest of pale homespun jackets, 
with trousers like straight tubes to match, so they were 
wearing new shoes, both: shoes and clothes being 
identical with those they had worn yesterday except for 
their newness. Everything they wore they had made 
themselves on the island or on their ship, with the 
exception of their caps. ‘The elder had a cap of plain 
blue, the younger a Newmarket check cloth cap, faded 
almost white, with holes through which shreds of pink- 
silk lining showed, but still a fine thing from foreign 
parts and worn with Sunday clothes in simple pride. 

They told me they came every year to this particular 
little inlet. I asked how many years—twenty? Far 
more. ‘Ihe older man said that his father had brought 
him there the first time he came. I have no doubt that 
for not ten or twenty but for several hundred years a 
little ship of strange rig has anchored there and emptied 
out of its hold the little spoon-shaped sealing boats, and 
simple men in pale clothes bound with black, with 
ornamental shoes. of sealskin. These men, perhaps 
better than any other Europeans except the Laplanders, 
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continue into our times the life their forbears lived in 
the Middle Ages and earlier. Steam has meant nothing 
to them except a visit from a steamboat once a year. 
The Iron Age brought them knives and iron boat- 
fastenings (though even now they often build without). 
A flint-lock gun, a Japanese rifle, that rare treasure of a 
Newmarket cap: what are these but trifles? They could 
kill seals and cover their heads without these things. 
One thing of real value to them dropped from civiliza- 
tion they had indeed upon the Juba, and they brought it 
to me in its box and opened its dark magic with proper 
reverence. It was an old dry compass from a maker in 
Wapping, taken, no doubt, from some ship wrecked 
fifty years ago on the rocky western shores of their 
island. 

We parted with high mutual esteem, expressed by an 
exchange. I gave them the old pipe I was smoking. 
The elder man gave me a worn tobacco-pouch. ‘Fran 
England till Runé. Fran Runé till England,’ he said, 
carefully stowing my pipe upon his crowded shelf. 
Then there was a tremendous handshaking and bow ng 
and taking off of caps. After which the younger man 
took me ashore. I had got his name, and he begged me 
to send him the pictures, addressed simply ‘Arensburg 
for Rund.’ ‘We shall get them next summer when the 
steamer comes.’ 
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THE men of Runé were so far right that it blew hard 
during the night, though the storm they had expected 
was reserved for us on the night after. In the morning 
of September 25th, at eight o’clock, the barometer was 
at 29-4, and at ten was half a point higher. For the first 
time for a fortnight it had been for forty-eight hours 
comparatively steady, and not on the upward or down- 
ward grade of a steep switchback. The wind was N.W. 
The little Russian steamer which, going south like our- 
selves, had waited by Kuivast all the previous day was 
getting her anchor. I had a feeling that now was our 
chance, and that we had better take it before, as it were, 
the Equinox got his second wind. 

“What about sailing?’ said I to the Ancient, who was 
on the pier sheltering behind the woodpile and looking 
through the glasses at the little steamer. 

“We can but try,’ said he. 

And with that we began casting off the spider’s web 
of stout warps with which we had been keeping Racun- 
dra quiet during the last five days of mixed gales. ‘Ten 
minutes later she was swinging to her anchor. Ten 
minutes after that we had the sails up and everything 
lashed down on deck and made snug below, and at 
10.45 we had got our anchor and were beating out into 
the Sound under bright sunshine and a blue sky with 
racing clouds, the outlines of which encouraged us by 
being very much softer than the oily, knife-edged 
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affairs of the last few days. At a quarter past eleven we 
were close to the mouth of the Sound. Paternoster 
Lighthouse on Virelaid Island, a compact little hum- 
mock with rocks all round it and rock-like haystacks on 
the low land behind it, bore W. by S. We were level 
with the second Werder buoy, the open sea was before 
us, and I set our course due S., which should give us 
a sight of Runo Lighthouse to help us in the night. 
Racundra was going a grand pace, and our faith in the 
men of Run6 grew stronger every minute. 

At one o’clock we sighted a steamer astern, coming 
out of the Sound and going S. She passed us several 
miles to eastward, very much disquieting the Ancient, 
who had never really trusted our compass after we had 
had its natural errors adjusted at Helsingfors. 

‘She'll be setting her course straight, and with her 
leaving us to west like that, we shall be passing Runé on 
the wrong side and getting among those shoals.’ 

I had a hard job to persuade him that the steamer 
might have her course and we might have ours and 
both of us be right. I showed him the English mine- 
chart, with its swept channel for big ships far to east- 
ward, close by Kyné Island, and explained that I 
wanted to keep well away from Kyné and its rocks and 
in the middle of the Gulf, so as to have a freer choice in 
case the wind should shift again. Also, the steamer’s 
course would actually be longer than our own. He pro- 
fessed himself satisfied, but was not, until 6.15 in the 
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afternoon, when, while he and the Cook were below and 
I was at the tiller, I saw something on the starboard 
bow that could not bea ship, that was ...no... yes, 
actually was Runé Lighthouse. The lighthouse bore 
S.W. by W. I could not keep the triumph out of my 
voice as I shouted down the companion way, ‘Runé in 
sight’; but that unbelieving Ancient, when he came 
hurriedly up, stared over the port bow the moment his 
head was above the level of the deck, showing clearly 
what he had expected. 

‘Starboard bow,’ said I, ‘and pretty broad.’ 

‘By gum, you were right!’ said the Ancient and the 
quarrel ended. More serious matters were on hand. 
Racundra was moving much too fast. The men of 
Runo had been right about the coming gale, but had 
expected it a day too soon, and, even if we continued at 
the pace we were now going, racing in a bath of foam, 
we shouid, I calculated, be on the bar of Dvina about 
one in the morning. Now, leading lights are delightful 
things to steer by, and in most circumstances a well-lit 
harbour is easier for a stranger by night than by day. 
But the entrance to the Dvina, child’s play in ordinary 
weather, is a most tricky business with northerly winds. 
I quote from the Baltic Pilot: ‘On the shoals which are 
steep to, there is a heavy sea during northerly gales, 
and great difficulty would be experienced in clearing 
them.’ Further, there is a strong current across the 
entrance and also a current from the river, the total 
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result being a thoroughly unpleasant bit of work for a 
little ship. On going out we had noticed an unlucky 
schooner which had failed to clear those shoals and 
had been flung ashore on the western side of the river 
mouth. To-day, I knew that the current would be 
setting the other way, but I had no sort of wish to see 
Racundra swept on either side of the entrance to her 
home port at the end of her first cruise, and preferred 
to have daylight so as to be better able to judge the sea 
and the current and to decide in time whether to keep 
the sea or run in. 

Accordingly, we brought Racundra to the wind and 
reefed her — reefed her relentlessly. It is a well-known 
fact that, while running before it, you do not feel the 
wind. It was not until we stopped there, a dozen miles 
off Run6, and brought Racundra up to face it, that we 
knew how strong the wind had grown. We took in 
both the deep reefs in the mainsail, turning it into a 
thing scarcely bigger than an afternoon-tea cloth, and 
then stripped her of her mizen. We left the staysail . 
standing, arguing that it would not do much pulling 
with the wind aft, and yet would perhaps hold a little 
wind in the troughs of the waves, even if the shortened 
mainsail should be wholly becalmed. Further, it would 
be of extreme usefulness if from some unpleasing 
accident we should happen to broach to. When all was 
done, I set a new course, S. by E., to bring us to the 
head of the Gulf, when we should sight the Riga lights 
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a little on our port bow. That would give us something 
in hand for dealing with the current. Rough and ready 
navigation, you experts say, but it worked out admir- 
ably in practice. We then settled down for the night. 

‘Settled down’ is perhaps not quite the phrase to 
use, for nothing could be very settled in such a sea as 
had got up. The Cook, for the first time on the whole 
voyage, was in a state of collapse, due partly to the 
fumes of the raw tobacco drying over the cabin lamp. 
The waves were so steep that the actual pitching of the 
ship, the lift and fall, not the rolling, was too much for 
the Primus gimbals. Nothing would stay on them. 
And Racundra seemed to be moving almost as fast as 
before we reefed her. The Ancient munched cheese, I 
swallowed raw eggs, and Racundra rushed along over a 
dark sea with breaking waves, the last of a stormy 
sunset in the west, on a green metallic patch of which 
we could just see the Runé Lighthouse and the topmost 
trees of the island. Behind us in the north were patches 
of starlight, which, as we watched them, were swept 
into blackness, and then everything went dark in a 
sudden torrent of rain. Then again were patches of 
starlight with huge clouds chasing small ones, and 
then a great mass that seemed suddenly to swell out 
till the whole sky was gone and the hailstones rattled 
on the decks. 

It was a weird, exciting night, but not a happy one, 
for we knew that the worst was before us, that we were 
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running for a lee-shore, that any mistakes would be 
disastrous, and that instead of comfortably getting our 
difficulties behind us, we were approaching them with 
every yard of Racundra’s foaming path. I caught myself 
unashamedly regretting that we had tried this game so 
late in the autumn. ‘Especially during the autumn,’ the 
words of that pessimist Baltic Pilot glowed dully before 
me, and I asked myself, half angrily, why on earth I 
had not been content to fish for pike in England and to 
leave the Baltic to better men. And then, as always, 
Racundra comforted me. She ran so steadily, steered 
so easily, was so much less flustered than her ‘master 
and owner’ when, glancing back, he saw the horizon, 
apparently only a few yards off, rise astern like a white- 
topped mountain, up and up and up, and nearer and 
nearer, till it seemed that it must overwhelm her in its 
majestic rush. But Racundra kept quietly on her path, 
rose as the huge wave reached her, dropped down its 
mighty back, and was running still while the horizon 
heaved itself again behind her for another effort. 
Racundra, \ say, comforted me. She seemed to have 
no doubts at all about what she could do or couldn’t. 
and I found myself slowly coming to share her con- 
fidence. I sat with the tiller wedged between my left 
arm and my body, the hands thrust each into the 
opposite sleeve of my oilskins, on account of the 
exceeding cold. The Ancient crouched half-way down 
the companion way and disliked talking. At regular 
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intervals we changed places, and he who was off duty 
sheltered in the companion way and tried to smoke the 
raw tobacco of the Werder lighthouse-keeper, a kindly 
gift, but a poor substitute for cut plug. 

The lamps, of course, refused to burn, so we had the 
riding light in the companion way and warmed our 
frozen hands on it when we left the tiller. As the night 
went on we began taking more and more frequent 
glances over the side with an electric torch on the foam- 
ing water, to see how fast Racundra was going. She was 
going much too fast. We began to feel a special hatred 
of the dark. It was as if some one had maliciously put 
the light out, and, with finger ready, was keeping it out 
for our annoyance. The night seemed unending. And 
then, at three o’clock we saw, unmistakably, the glow of 
Riga lights on our port bow. That, of course, was just 
where they should have been, but we should have pre- 
ferred to see them an hour or two later. Then they dis- 
appeared, leaving us to suppose that we were running 
into thick weather, when they would not be seen at all 
and we should be in worse case. Half an hour later we 
saw them again, and after that never wholly lost them. 
They are supposed to be visible twenty-five miles. 

We held on, with redoubled impatience watching the 
eastern sky for the faintest promise of light. Imper- 
ceptibly, even to us watchers, there came a difference in 
the darkness. The horizon on the port side was farther 
away. On that side one could actually see the waves, and 
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the water, that had been black as the night except for 
its white splashes, was now the colour of a pewter mug. 

Some time before that we had sighted the lightbuoy 
ten miles out from Riga, and had had a pretty sharp 
demonstration of the strength of the current near the 
coast. We had, a little foolishly, made our course 
slightly more easterly on seeing the Riga high light. 
When we sighted the buoy, the Ancient was at the 
tiller. I asked him how it bore. ‘South by east.’ He 
steered straight for it, keeping the boat’s nose on it 
whenever the waves let us see it. Before we reached it, 
I asked him again how it was bearing. He replied, 
‘South-west by west.’ It is what is known in these 
parts as a howling-buoy, and announces its opinion 
of its uncomfortable position by a long-drawn cry, 
between a groan and a whistle, as it lifts and falls in the 
waves. As we passed it after thus learning what sort of a 
current we had to contend with, this melancholy noise 
expressed our own feelings so perfectly that we had no 
need for words. 

I decided to keep Racundra heading in such a way 
that a line between the howling-buoy’s flashlight and 
the light from Riga should be to east of us, and to 
abandon the idea of getting in the moment we should 
find ourselves unable to keep on the right side of this 
imaginary line. After half an hour’s rather anxious 
watching we were pretty well assured that we could do 
it, and when at last it grew light, just before we reached 

214 


WiRDOER TO eRTGA 


the second buoy, which is two miles out from the mouth 
of the river, we were confident of being able to stem the 
current and get in if it should not be reinforced by 
some particular malice of the waves. These, of course, 
were much steeper as we approached the bar, and we 
saw with some trepidation that three steamships were 
waiting outside, the pilot having evidently refused to 
come out during the night. Land was, of course, 
visible now alike to east and west. We could see Riga 
town and the white tower of the lighthouse, like a stick 
covered with hoar-frost in the grey, cold morning. 
Then there was the beacon on the eastern mole, and, 
as we came nearer, we saw the wrecked schooner that 
we had noticed on our way out and the furious white 
breakers storming the moles and charging angrily up 
the shores on either side of the entrance. 

Still, just as we passed the second buoy, with its 
green light already blinking palely in the new daylight, 
we saw smoke in the mouth of the river and then the 
pilet tug coming out. We saw her and lost her, saw her 
and lost her in the waves as we approached. We 
passed her close by as she went to meet the steamers. 
She was sometimes literally half out of the water, and 
then, smashing down into a meeting wave, ceased to be 
a black tug, but became a single splash, higher than her 
own funnel-top, like the splash of a huge shell hitting 
the water horizontally. From her we got some sort of 
idea of what Racundra must be looking like, though 
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that stout little ship, running with the wind, was 
making much better weather of it than the tug. Racun- 
dra was steering easily, and took only a few slight 
splashes of water over her stern (I do verily believe that 
there is nothing to beat the sharp-ended Scandinavian 
stern for running in a seaway) as she raced one huge 
wave after another towards the river mouth. One 
mountain after another came up behind her, seemed 
for a moment to carry her upon its grinding, foaming 
crest, and left her to be carried forward by the next, 
while she, good little thing, was doing her best herself. 

And now we were already in the narrow lane of spar- 
buoys leading over the bar. Could she keep in it? Why, 
certainly she could, though the rollers were now dis- 
turbed by ugly, pyramidal angry waves that rushed 
across them as if to beat her from her course. But 
Racundra, demure, determined, shouldered them good- 
temperedly aside and held on. Almost before we knew 
it we were across the bar and in the entrance, watching 
with open mouths the tiny boats of the fishermen, 
labouring with their nets in the huge swell that came in 
from the sea. A northerly storm brings the fish to the 
Dvina, and next day the market was full of big salmon, 
so that the fishermen were well rewarded for their 
work. But Racundra is a lucky little ship. The night 
before, another boat, bigger than she, had tried to 
make the entrance, had failed, and been smashed to 
pieces in a few minutes on the eastern side of the river 
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mouth. This we learnt from the Customs officials 
who, while congratulating us on getting in, now set 
about making our home-coming unpleasant. 

Perhaps if we had been less tired and hungry their 
red-tape cobwebs, from which on going out we had been 
so happily excused, would not have annoyed us so much. 
And afterwards I felt inclined to forgive them, when I 
learnt that they had reason to believe that during the 
summer people had made use for smuggling of the 
privileges given by a yacht flag. Still, we were not 
smugglers, and, at the time, were very angry indeed. 
We had intended to sail straight up the river to be 
cleared in the Miihigraben at the same Customs station 
where we had been cleared when outward bound. This, 
however, did not suit the officials at the Dvina mouth, 
and they behaved as if they had been told to make 
things difficult for little ships. They made us turn 
aside and anchor in the Winter Harbour. Then they 
nearly smashed our sides with a big Customs House 
tug. Then they made me row back to their office, and I 
was near being swamped in Racundra’s cockleshell 
dinghy after Racundra herself had carried me so well. 
Then they said that, after all, we might proceed directly 
to the Yacht Club with an exciseman in charge on 
board, and wait there until they had sent an official 
from Riga. I rowed back very sulkily to the Winter 
Harbour, where we had breakfast, serving out a tot of 
rum to the elderly man who was now our jailer. 
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Then, under the mainsail, we tacked out of the 
harbour and had a glorious run up the river, where 
were many sailing vessels, schooners, ketches and a fine 
barquentine, waiting for better weather and a favour- 
able wind. We reached through the Mihlgraben past 
the little yellow Customs Office, past the now vacant 
berth where the Baltabor had been when we borrowed 
the lead, and carefully through the narrow channel into 
the Stint See. In smooth water and with the wind aft, 
Racundra slid easily homewards past the well-known 
landmarks, the old white boat high up on the eastern 
shore, the promontory of dark pine-trees on the west- 
ern; and, at half-past twelve on September 26th, 
rounded into the little sheltered harbour where, five 
weeks earlier, the dallying carpenters had been expelled 
from her and she had taken in stores before starting on 
her cruise. 

Three hours later a Customs officer and a policeman 
arrived, and (crowning idiocy) they were the very same 
men who had passed us out, and had now had to walk 
the whole way from the Miihlgraben here, when I had 
myself proposed to anchor at their door and be cleared 
on the spot. They were no less full of wrath than I, and, 
as our papers were in order and we had drunk and 
eaten and smoked everything on board and so had 
nothing to declare, formalities were quickly over, the 
ensign hauled down, and Racundra was officially at 
home to lay up for the winter. 
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A Description of ‘Racundra’ 


“RACUNDRA’ is nine metres over all — something under 
thirty feet long. She is three and a half metres in beam 
—about twelve feet. She draws three feet six inches 
without her centreboard, and seven feet six inches when 
the centreboard is lowered. Her enormous beam is 
balanced by her shallowness, and though for a yacht it 
seems excessive, thoroughly justified itself in her com- 
fort and stiffness. She has a staysail, mainsail and 
mizen, and for special occasions a storm staysail, a 
balloon staysail, a small squaresail (much too small), a 
trysail and a mizen staysail. She could easily carry a 
very much greater area of canvas, but, for convenience 
in single-handed sailing, she has no bowsprit, and 
the end of the mizen boom can be reached from the 
deck. 

She is very heavily built and carries no inside ballast. 
Her centreboard is of oak. She has a three-and-a-half- 
ton iron keel, so broad that she will rest comfortably 
upon it when taking the mud, and deep enough to 
enable us to do without the centreboard altogether 
except when squeezing her up against the wind. Give 
her a point or two free and a good wind and her drift, 
though more than that of a deep-keel yacht, is much less 
than that of the coasting schooners common in the 
Baltic. With the centreboard down she is extremely 
handy, and proved herself so by coming successfully 
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through the narrow Nukke Channel with the wind in 
her face, a feat which the local vessels do not attempt. 

But the chief glory of Racundra is her cabin. The 
local yachtsmen, accustomed to the slim figures of 
racing boats, jeered at Racundra’s beam and weight, but 
one and all, when they came aboard her, ducked 
through the companion way and stood up again inside 
that spacious cabin, agreed that there was something to 
be said for such a boat. And as for their wives, they 
said frankly that such a cabin made a boat worth 
having, and their own boats, which had seemed com- 
fortable enough hitherto, turned into mere uncomfort- 
able rabbit-hutches. Racundra’s cabin is a place where 
a man can live and work as comfortably and twice as 
pleasantly as in any room ashore. I lived in it for two 
months on end, and, if this were a temperate climate, 
and the harbour were not a solid block of ice in winter, 
so that all yachts are hauled out and kept in a shed for 
half the year, I should be living in it still. Not only 
can one stand up in Racundra’s cabin, but one can walk 
about there, and that without interfering with anyone 
who may be sitting at the writing-table, which is a yard 
square. In the middle of the cabin is a folding table, 
four feet by three, supported by the centreboard- 
case; and so broad is the floor that you can sit at that 
table and never find the case in the way of your toes. 
The bunks are wider than is usual, yet behind and 
above each bunk are two deep cupboards, with between 

220 


APPENDIX 


them a deep open space divided by a shelf, used on the 
port side for books and on the starboard side for 
crockery. Under the bunks is storage for bottles. 
Under the flooring on the wide flat keel is storage for 
condensed milk and tinned food. Behind the bunks, 
between them and the planking, below the cupboards 
and bookshelves, is further storage room. 

Racundra was designed as a boat on which it should 
be possible to work, and, as a floating study or office, I 
think it would be difficult to improve upon her. The 
writing-table is forward of the port bunk, and a Lettish 
workman made me an admirable little three-legged 
stool, which, when the ship is under way, stows under 
the table. Above and behind the ample field of the 
table is a deep cupboard and a bookcase, of a height to 
take the Nautical Almanack, the Admiralty Pilots, 
Dixon Kemp and Norie’s inevitable Epitome and Tables. 
Another long shelf is to be put up along the bulkhead 
that divides the cabin from the forecastle. Under the 
shelf for nautical books is a shallow drawer where I 
keep a set of pocket tools, nails, screws and such things. 
Under the writing-table is a big chart drawer, where I 
keep the charts immediately in use, writing and drawing 
materials, parallel rulers, protractors, surveying com- _ 
pass, stop-watch and other.small gear. By the side of 
this is a long narrow drawer, used for odds and ends, 
and underneath that is a special cupboard made to take 
my portable typewriter. 
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On the starboard side, opposite the table, is space for 
a stove, which, however, on this cruise we used for 
stowing spare mattresses. Behind it are deep cupboards 
with low coamings to prevent things slipping. Here 
were empty portmanteaux, seaboots, and a watertight 
box for photographic material. The door into the fore- 
castle is on this side, so that it is possible to go through 
even when some one is sitting at the writing-table. In 
the forecastle is one full-length comfortable bunk on 
the port side. On the starboard side there are big cup- 
boards instead of a second bunk. These were used for 
ship’s stores, such as blocks and carpenter’s tools, 
shackles and the rest. A seat is fixed close by the main- 
mast, to a big central cupboard which is the full height 
of the forecastle from deck to floor, and was used for 
oilskins and clothes. In the forecastle we stowed warps, 
spare anchor, tins of kerosene, one of the water-barrels 
and the sails. This left small room for the Ancient 
Mariner, but, as he said, ‘There was room to lie and 
sleep, and room to sit and smoke, and what does any 
man want with more?’ The main cabin is the general 
living-room. 

As you come out of the cabin into the companion 
way, you find on either hand a cupboard from deck to 
floor. On the starboard side is a simple and efficient 
closet, and aft of that, under the deck, a big space used 
for all the engineering tools, lubricating oils and greases. 
On the port side is the galley, with room for three 
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Primus stoves (I am fitting a Clyde cooker). One of the 
stoves is in heavy iron gimbals for use when under way. 
Behind this is a shelf and rack for cooking-things, and 
aft, under the deck, a second water-barrel. The engine, 
a heavy oil, hot-bulb Swedish engine, burning kerosene 
(we have no benzine on the ship), is under the self- 
draining steering-well. It is completely covered when 
not in use by a wooden case, contrived to provide steps 
up to the deck. The case takes to pieces, but can be 
fixed with absolute rigidity, so that people who have 
visited Racundra have asked on going away, what was 
the purpose of the reversing lever (at the side of the 
companion way, within reach of the steering-well), 
never having suspected that we had an engine on board. 
For all the good we got of it during this first cruise we 
might just as well have had no engine, but next year I 
hope to take the engine seriously and learn the Open 
Sesame that will set it miraculously to work. The oil 
reservoir is in the extreme stern, and is filled from the 
deck. The companion way can be completely covered 
in by a folding and sliding lid, over which we shall have 
a canvas cover. The raised wall of the cabin is carried 
completely round companion, mizen mast and steering- 
well, so that there is plenty of room inside this coaming 
for a man to lie full length. In summer this would be a 
most desirable place to sleep, and even on this autumn 
cruise, during our days of fine weather, we put one of 
the spare mattresses there, and anyone who was not 
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busy with something else reclined there, smoked, 
dozed, read or bothered the steersman with irrelevant 
conversation. The steering-well itself gives room for 
two people. In front of it, immediately aft of the mizen 
mast, is the binnacle, and under the deck, between 
companion way and steering-well, is a cupboard for 
riding light, binoculars, fog-horn, etc. ‘The main sheet, 
mizen sheet, backstays, and staysail sheets are all 
cleated within easy reach of the steersman, who can do 
everything but reef without leaving his place. Owing to 
the height of the narrow mainsail, inevitable in a ketch, 
the gaff tends to swing too far forward, so I have a 
vang, which also serves as a downhaul, fastened to the 
peak, and cleated, when in use, close by the mizen mast. 
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Introduction by ¥. G. WELLS 


10. THE WAY OF ALL FLESH A Novel 
by Samuel Butler 
§ ‘It drives one almost to despair of English Literature when one 
sees so extraordinary a study of Englishlife as Butler’s posthumous 
Way of All Flesh making so little impression. Really, the 
English do not deserve to have greatmen.’ George Bernard Shaw 


11 EREWHON A Satire 
by Samuel Butler 

§ ‘To lash the age, to ridicule vain pretension, to expose hypo- 
crisy, to deride humbug in education, politics and religion, are 
tasks beyond most men’s powers; but occasionally, very 
occasionally, a bit of genuine satire secures for itself more than a 
passing nod of recognition. Lrewhon is sucha satire.... The 

best of its kind since Gud/iver’s Travels.’ Augustine Birrell 


12, EREWHON REVISITED 4A Satire 
by Samuel Butler 


§ ‘ He waged a sleepless war with the mental torpor of the pros- 
perous, complacent England around him; a Swift with the 
soul of music in him, and completely sane; a liberator of 
humanity operating with the wit and malice and coolness of 

Mephistopheles.” Manchester Guardian 


13, ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME Stories 
by A. E. Coppard 


§ Mr. Coppard’s implicit theme is the closeness of the spiritual 
world to the material; the strange, communicative sympathy 
which strikes through two temperaments and suddenly makes 
them one. He deals with those sudden impulses under which 
secrecy is broken down for a moment, and personality revealed 

as under a flash of spiritual lightning. 


14. DUBLINERS A volume of Stories 
by James Joyce 

{ A collection of fifteen short stories by the author of Udysses, 
They are all of them brave, relentless, and sympathetic pictures 
of Dublin life ; realistic, perhaps, but not crude; analytical, but 
not repugnant. No modern writer has greater significance than 
Mr. Joyce, whose conception and practice of the short story is 

certainly unique and certainly vital. 


15 DOG AND DUCK 
by Arthur Machen 
§ ‘ Asa literary artist, Mr. Arthur Machen has few living equals, 
and that is very far indeed from being his only, or even his 
greatest, claim on the suffrages of English readers.’ Suzday 
Times 


16. KAI LUNG’S GOLDEN HOURS 
by Ernest Bramah 
§ ‘Itis worthy ofits forerunner. There is the same plan, exacti- 
tude, working-out and achievement; and therefore complete 
satisfaction in the reading.’ From the Preface by HILAIRE BELLOC 


17, ANGELS & MINISTERS, anp oTHER PLays 
by Laurence Housman 
Imaginary portraits of political characters done in dialogue— 
Queen Victoria, Disraeli, Gladstone, Parnell, Joseph 
Chamberlain, and Woodrow Wilson. 
§ ‘It is all so good that one is tempted to congratulate Mr, 
Housman on a true masterpiece.’ Times 


18. THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG 
by Ernest Bramah 
§ ‘Something worth doing and done.... It was a thing in- 
tended, wrought out, completed and established. ‘Therefore 
it was destined to endure, and, what is more important, it was 
a success.” Hilaire Belloc 


19 TWILIGHT IN ITALY 
by D. H. Lawrence 


4 This volume of travel vignettes in North Italy was first published 
in 1916. Since then Mr. Lawrence has increased the number 
of his admirers year by year. In Twilight in Italy they will find 
all the freshness and vigour of outlook which they have come to 

expect from its author. 


20. THE DREAM A Novel 
by H. G. Wells 


§ ‘Tt is the richest, most generous and absorbing thing that Mr. 
Wells has given us for years and years.’ Daily News 
‘J find this book as close to being magnificent as any book that 
I have ever read. It is full of inspiration and life.’ 
Daily Graphic 


21 ROMAN PICTURES 
by Percy Lubbock 


§ Pictures of life as it is lived—or has been or might be lived— 
among the pilgrims and colonists in Rome of more or less 
English speech. 
‘A book of whimsical originality and exquisite workmanship, 
and worthy of one of the best prose writers of our time.’ 
Sunday Times 


22, CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN 
by A. E. Coppard 


q ‘ Genius is a hard-ridden word, and has been put by critics at 
many puny ditches, but Mr. Coppard sets up a fence worthy of 
its mettle. He shows that in hands like his the English language 
is as alive as ever, and that there are still infinite possibilities in 

the short story.” Ouxtlook 


23. MARIUS THE EPICUREAN 
by Walter Pater 


§ Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies 
and a master of the English language. In this, his best known 
work, he describes with rare delicacy of feeling and insight the 
religious and philosophic tendencies of the Roman Empire at 
the time of Antoninus Pius as they affected the mind and life of 

the story’s hero. 


24. THE WHITE SHIP Stories 
by Aino Kallas 
With an Introduction by oun GatsworTHY 
§ ‘The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.’ 
Times Literary Supplement 
Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perceptive for 
natural beauty.’ Nation 


25. MULTITUDE AND SOLITUDE A Novel 
by John Masefield 


{ * As well conceived and done, as rich in observation of the 
world, as profound where it needs to be profound, as any novel 
of recent writing.” Oxz/ook 
‘This is no common book. It is a book which not merely 
touches vital things. It is vital.’ Daily News 


26. SPRING SOWING Stories 
by Liam O'Flaherty 
@ ‘Nothing seems to escape Mr. O’Flaherty’s eye; his brain 
turns all things to drama; and his vocabulary is like a river in 
spate. Spring Sowing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes, 
to steal.’ Bookman 


27. WILLIAM A Novel 
by E. H. Young 
@ «An extraordinary good book, penetrating and beautiful.’ 
Allan Monkhouse 
‘ All its characters are very real and alive, and William himself 
is a masterpiece.’ May Sinclair 


aoe COUNTRY OF THE POINTED: FIRS 
by Sarah Orne Jewett 
§ ‘The young student of American literature in the far distant 
future will take up this book and say “a masterpiece!” as 
proudly as if he had made it. It will be a message in a universal 
language—the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.’ 
From the Preface by WILLA CATHER 


29. GRECIAN ITALY 
by Henry James Forman 
§ ‘It has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision 
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian 
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will revive 
old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.’ From 
the Preface by HW. FESTING JONES 


30. WUTHERING HEIGHTS 
by Emily Bronté 
§ ‘It isa very great book. You may read this grim story of lost 
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come 
under its sway.’ From the Introduction by ROSE MACAULAY 


31. ON A CHINESE SCREEN 
by W. Somerset Maugham 
@ A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset 
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his 
characters are Chinese or European. ‘There is a tenderness 
and humour about the whole book which makes the reader turn 
eagerly to the next page for more. 


32. A FARMER’S LIFE 
by George Bourne 
§ The life story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the 
author of The Betiesworth Book and The Memoirs of a Surrey 
Labourer draws on his memory for a picture of the every-day 
life of his immediate forebears, the Smiths, farmers and handi- . 
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and 

Hampshire. 


33. TWO PLAYS. The Cherry Orchard && The Sea Gull 
by Anton Tchekoff. Translated by George 
Calderon 

§ Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the incon- 

gruity between the actual disorder of the world with the under- 

lying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is life seen 

close at hand) with comedy (which is life seen at a distance). 
His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy. 


34. THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S 
DAUGH TER 
by Ambrose Bierce 
@ ‘ They are stories which the discerning are certain to welcome. 
They are evidence of very unusual powers, and when once 
they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled to 
dig out more from the same pen.’ Westminster Gazette 


35. CAPTAIN MARGARET A Novel: 
by John Masefield 


4 «His style is crisp, curt and vigorous. He has the Stevensonian 
sea-swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit. 
Mr. Masefield’s descriptions ring true and his characters carry 

conviction.” Ze Observer 


36. BLUE WATER 
x by Arthur Sturges Hildebrand 
§ This book gives the real feeling of life on a small cruising yacht ; 
the nights on deck with the sails against the sky, long fights with 
head winds by mountainous coasts to safety in forlorn little island 
ports, and constant adventure free from care. 


Ready Shortly. 


37 STORIES FROM DE MAUPASSANT 
Translated by Elizabeth Martindale 

§ ‘His “story ” engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too 
at the first reading.... That is the real test of art, and it is 
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for once 
the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting the 
verdict of posterity.” From the Introduction by FORD MADOx 

FORD 


38. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS First Series 
by Henry Lawson 
© These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. - They 
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges, 
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that 
is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil. 


39. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS Second Series 
by Henry Lawson 
§ Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he 
writes about almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jackeroos, 
bush children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the memory 
long after we have closed the book. 


41 IN MOROCCO 
by Edith Wharton 


© Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils 

through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and 

Atlas snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud- 
drifts. 


42. GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS 
by Lafcadio Hearn 


§ A book which is readable from first page to last, and is full of 
suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious belief calling 
for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the subject is 

approached. 


42200 T OF MERE TASH 
by Lafcadio Hearn 


§ Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan ; heissaturated 
with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light and 
colour and movement of that land drips from his pen in every 

delicately conceived and finely written sentence. 


44. KWAIDAN 
by Lafcadio Hearn 
§ The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume 
illustrate the wonder-living tendency of the Japanese. The 
stories are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an 
adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturalism. 


45. THE CONQUERED 
by Naomi Mitchison 
A story of the Gauls under Cesar 
4 ‘With The Conquered Mrs. Mitchison establishes herself as the 
best, if not the only, English historical novelist now writing. 
It seems to me in many respects the most attractive and poignant 
historical novel I have ever read.’ Mew Statesman 


46 WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS 
by Naomi Mitchison 
Stories of the time when Rome»was crumbling to ruin 
{ ‘Interesting, delightful, and fresh as morning dew. The 
connossieur in short stories will turn to some pages in this 
volume again and again with renewed relish.’ Times Literary 
Supplement 


47. [THE FLYING -~BO’SUN 
~ by Arthur Mason 


§ ‘What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power 
which has recreated these events so vividly that even the 
supernatural ones come with the shock and the conviction 
with which actual supernatural events might come.’ From the 

Introduction by EDWIN MUIR 


48. LATER DAYS 
by W. H. Davies 
A pendant to The Autobiography of a Super-Tramp 
4 ‘The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and 
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness 
and simpleness.” Odserver 


49. THE EYES OF THE PANTHER Stories 
by Ambrose Bierce 
@ It is said that these tales were originally rejected by virtually 
every publisher in the country. Bierce was a strange man; 
in 1914 at the age of seventy-one he set out for Mexico and 
has never been heard of since. His stories are as strange as 
his life, but this volume shows him as a master of his art. 


so. IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN 
by H. L. Mencken 
§ «All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain 
form certain ideas that practically every civilized man and 
woman holds ix petto, but that have been concealed hitherto 
by the vast mass of sentimentalities swathing the whole woman 
question.” From the Author's Introduction. 


51. VIENNESE MEDLEY A Novel 
by Edith O’Shaughnessy 
{ ‘It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave 
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover 
of fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its 
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.’ 
Sunday Times 


52. PRECIOUS BANE A Novel 
by Mary Webb 


§ ‘She has a style of exquisite beauty ; which yet has both force 
and restraint, simplicity and subtlety; she has fancy and wit, 
delicious humour and pathos. She sees and knows men aright 
as no other novelist does. She has, in short, genius.’ Mr. 

Edwin Pugh 


53 THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND 
by Mrs. R. S. Garnett 


§ This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank 
as a psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character 
which, though destitute of the common virtues of every-day 
life, is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration. 


54. HORSES AND MEN 
by Sherwood Anderson 


§ ‘Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers who 
are introducing his work here. It has a unity beyond that of 
its constant Middle-west setting. A man of poetic vision, with 
an intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, here 
looks out upon a world that seems singularly material only 
because he unflinchingly accepts its actualities.” Mormzing Post 


SS oh LEC LEED ESSAYS 
by Samuel Butler 


§ This volume contains the following essays : 

The Humour of Homer How to Make the Best of Life 
Quis Desiderio . . .? The Sanctuary of Montrigone 
Ramblings in Cheapside A Medieval Girl’s School 
The Aunt, the Nieces, and Art in the Valley of Saas 

the Dog Thought and Language 


56. A POET’S PILGRIMAGE 
by W. H. Davies 


SA Poet's Pilgrimage recounts the author’s impressions of his 
native Wales on his return after many years’ absence. ‘The author 
tells of a walking tour he went through Wales. He stayed 
in cheap rooms and ate in the small wayside inns. ‘The result 
is a vivid picture of the Welsh people, the towns and countryside. 


57 GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First 
Series 
by Lafcadio Hearn 


§ Nearly all the books which have been written about Japan have 
either been compiled from official records, or have been 
superficial sketches of a passing traveller. Of the inner life 
of the Japanese we know practically nothing, their religion, 
superstitions, ways of thought. In this book Lafcadio Hearn 
reveals something of the people and their customs as they are. 


58 GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second 
Series 
by Lafcadio Hearn 


§ These are sketches by an acute observer and a master of English 
prose, of a Nation in transition—of the lingering remains of 
Old Japan, to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, 
customs, gods and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and 
charm—and of the New Japan, struggling against odds towards 

new ideals. 


59. THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO 

Edited by Manuel Komroff 

€ When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan, 
Pekin had just been rebuilt and made the capital of China. Kublai 
Khan was at the height of his glory. Marco Polo rose rapidly 
in favour and became governor of an important district. In 
this way he gained first-hand knowledge of a great civilization 
and described it in his travels with astounding accuracy and detail. 


60. SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series 
by H. L. Mencken 


§ ‘What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody 
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors 
can be made exhilirating should acquire this delightful book.’ 

Morning Post 


61 THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS 
by Max Murray 
With an introduction by HECTOR BOLITHO 
4 This book has been never before published. It is not an 
account so much of places as of people. ‘The journey round 
the world was begun with about enough money to buy one 
meal, and continued for 66,000 miles. ‘There are periods as 
a longshore man and as a sailor, and a Chinese guard and a 
night watchman, and as a hobo. 


62. THE EVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL 
by J. Middleton Murry 


§ These essays were written during and immediately after the 
Great War and published in 1920. ‘The author says that 
they record the painful stages by which he passed from the 
so-called intellectual state to the state of being what he now 

considers to be a reasonable man. 


63. THE RENAISSANCE 
by Walter Pater 


{ This English classic contains studies of those ‘supreme 
artists,’ Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Della 
Robia, Mirandola, and others, who ‘ have a distinct faculty of 
their own by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of 
pleasure which we cannot get elsewhere.’ There is no 
romance or subtlety in the work of these masters too fine for 

Pater to distinguish in superb English. 


64 THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER 
by Sydney Walter Powell 

§ The author has described the story of his roving years. 
‘Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because 
he preferred movement and freedom to monotony and 
security, he started his wanderings by enlisting in an Indian 
Ambulance Corps in the South African War. Afterwards he 

wandered all over the world. 


65. “RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE 
by Arthur Ransome 
§ This is the story of the building of an ideal yacht which 
would be a cruising boat that one man could manage if need 
be, but on which three people could live comfortably. The 
adventures of the cruise are skilfully and vividly told. 


66. THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN 
by Winwood Reade 

§ ‘Few sketches of universal history by one single author have 
been written. One book that has influenced me very strongly 
is The Martyrdom of Man. ‘This “ dates,” as people say, now- 
adays, and it has a fine gloom of its own; but it is still an 
extraordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one 
consistent process. H. G. Wells in The Outline of History. 


Oth AU LOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK 
RUTHERFORD With an introduction by 
H. W. Massingham 
{ Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture, 
this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections 
of its readers. Every student must feel ‘Ah, I have passed 
that way, have thought thus.’ An English Amiel, inheriting 
to his comfort an English Old Crome landscape, he freed and 
strengthened his own spirit as he will his reader’s. 


68. THE DELIVERANCE 
by Mark Rutherford 
§ Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten. 
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English 
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac- 
tive than the truth and delicacy of his art, and the pure and 
serene atmosphere of thought in which it moves. 


‘ 


69. THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE 
by Mark Rutherford 


§ ‘Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina- 
tive genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction 
contains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its 
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more 
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative 

reader” H. W. Massingham 


70. ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series 
by J. W.N. Sullivan 


§ The papers which make up this volume have been selected 
because, although they deal with different aspects of various 
scientific ideas, yet they do illustrate, more or less, one point 
of view. ‘This book tries to show one or twoof the many 
reasons why science may be interesting for people who are 

not specialists as well as for those who are. 


71. MASTRO DON GESUALDO 
Giovanni Verga. ‘Translated by D. H. Lawrence 
§ Verga, who died in 1922, is recognized in Italy as the greatest 
of Italian writers of fiction except Manzoni. He can claim 
a place beside Hardy and the Russians. ‘It is a fine, full tale, 
a fine full picture of life, with a bold beauty of its own which 
Mr. Lawrence must have relished greatly as he translated it.’ 

Observer 


72. THE MISSES MALLETT 
by E. H. Young 


§ The virtue of this quiet and accomplished piece of writing 
lies in its quality and in its character-drawing; to summarize 
it would be to give no idea of its charm. Neither realism nor 

romance, it is a book by a writer of insight and sensibility. 


* 


The foregoing list includes the titles of all volumes published 

up to the end of 1927. During the year 1928 many new 

volumes will be added. On receipt of a postcard, the 

publishers will be pleased to send a specimen copy of their 

House Journal, Now aud Then, in which all additions to The 
Travellers Library will be noted. 
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